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CONFEDERACY 


PR OTO G WE 


Spoken by a Shabby Poet. 


E Gods ! what crime had my poor fat ber aone, 
That you ſhould make a poet of his for ? 
Or ist for ſome great ſervices of his, 
Hare pleas'd to compliment his bey with this? 
[Shewing his crown of laurel. 
The honour, I muſt needs confe/s is great, 
If, with his erown, you'd tell him where to eat: 
Tis well——But I have more complaints —look here J 
[Shewing his ragged coat. 
Hark ye; d'ye think this ſuit good winter wear ? 
In a cold morning; whu at a Lord's gate, 
How you hade let the porter let me wait ! 
Yowll jay, perhaps, you knew Þ'd get no harm, 
YT =. given me fire enough to keep me warm. 
A : 
A world of Bleſſings to that fire ve ove ; 
Without it I'd ne er made this p incely ſhow. 
I have a brother too, now in my fieht, | 
| Looking behind the ſcenes. 
A buſy man among /# us here to-night : 
Your fire has made him play a thouſand pranks, 
For which, no doubt you've had his daily thanks : 
He's than d you, firſt, for all his decent plays, 
Where he fo nick'd it, wwhen he writ for praiſe. 
Next for his meddling with ſome folks in black, 
And bringing ——Souſe——a prieft upon his back; 
For building houſes bere t'oblige the peers, 
And fetching all their houſe about his ears; 
For a new play, he as now thought fit to aurite, 
Toa footh the town—— which they will damn to night. 
Theſe benefits are ſuch, no man can doubt 
But he'll go on, and jet your fancy out, 
"+ 


Till 


* 


Araminta, wife to Moneytrap, very | 


FEQLOGUE. 


Till for reward of all his noble deeds, 

Ht laſt, like other ſprightly folks, he ſpceds : 

Has this great recompence fæx d on his brow | 
As fam'd Parnaſſus; has your leave to bow 
And walk" abaut the fireetts —eguip = - 4, I am now, 
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41 


* . OI * 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
G-ipe, ; Two rich money-ſcri- { Mr. Leigh. 
Vereytraf, veners, Mr. Degget, 


Dick; à gemeſter, ſon to Mrs. Amlet, Mr, Booth. 
Braſs, his companion, paſſes for his 

Valet de C — N 4 Mr. Pack. 
Clip, a Goldſmith. Mr. Mimes. 
Fefſamin, foot boy to Clariſa. hs 


WOMEN. 


Clariſſa, wife to Gripe, an expen- | 
five luxurious woman, a great þ Mrs. Barg). 
admirer.of quality, | 
intimate with C/ar(/a, of the ſame þ Mrs, Porter. 
humour. | 

Corinna, daughter to Gripe by a for- | 
mer wife, a good fortune, young, Mrs. Bradſhaw, 
and kept very cloſe by her father. 

Flippanta, Clariſſa's maid. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

Mrs. Aulet, a ſeller of all forts of 5 Mrs. Willis. 
private affairs to the ladies, ; | 

Mrs. C/-ggit her neighbour, Mrs. Baker. 


THE 


T H E 


CONFEDERACY. 


ACT 1 $CTEVNE I 
| S © ENE Covent. garden. 
Enter Mrs, Amlet and Mrs. Cloggit, meeting. = 


A M'L.8 Th 


OOD-morrow, neighbour ; 8 neigh 
bour C/oggit! How does all at you: houſe this 
morning ? 

Cleg. Thank you kindly, Mrs, Amlet, thank you 
kindly. how do you do, I pray? 

Al. At the old rate, neighbour, poor- and honeſt; 
theſe are hard times, good lack. 

Cleg. It they are hard with you, what are they with 
us? You have a good trade going, all the great folks in 
town help off wit k our merchandize. 

: hs Yes, they do help us off with 'em indeed they 
uy a 
Clog, And pa 
ml, For ſome, 0 
f A 4 Clog, 
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Clog, Well, 'tis a thouſand pities, Mrs. Amles, they 
are not as ready at one, as they are at t'other: For, not 
to wrong 'em, they give very good rates. 

Ai. O for that, let us do them juſtice, neighbour ; they 
never make two words upon the price, all they haggle 
about is the day of payment. | 

Clog. There's all the diſpute, as you ſay, 

Anl. But that's a wicked one: For my part, neigh. 
honr, Pm Juſt tir'd off my legs with trotting after 'em; 
beſide; it eats out all our profit. Would you believe it, 
Mrs. Cleggit, I have worn out four pair of pattens, with 
tollowing my old Lady Youthful, for one ſet of falſe teeth, 
and but three pots of paint, 

Clog. Look you there now. 

Anl. If they would but once let me get enough by 
'em, to keep a coach to carry me a dunning after 'em, 
there would be ſome conſcience in it. 

C/cg.” Ay, that were ſomething. But now you talk of 
conſcience, Mrs Amlet, how do you ſpeed among your 
city cuſtomers ? | | 

Aml. My city cuſtomers! Now by my truth, neigh- 
bour, between the city and the court (with reverence 
be it ſpoken) there's not a to. chooſe, My ladies 
in the city in times paſt, were as full of gold as they 
were of religion, and as punctual in their payments 
as they were of their prayers; but fince they have ſet 
their minds upon quality, adieu one, adieu t'other, their 
money and their conſcience are gone, heaven knows 
where. There is not a goldſmith's wife to be found in 
town, -but's as hard-hearted as an ancient judge, and as 
poor as a towering dutcheſs. 

Clog. But what the murrain have they to do with 
quality, why don't their huſbands make e'm mind their 
ſhops? ; 

Am. Their huſbands! their huſbands, ſay'ſt thou, 
woman ? alack, alack, they mind their huſbands, neigh- 
bour, no more than they do a ſermon, 2 

Chg. Good lack-a-day, that women born of ſober 
parents, ſhould be prone to follow ill examples! But 
now we talk of quality, when did you hear of * 

N on 
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ſon Richard, Mrs, Amlet ? My daughter Flipp | ſays 
ſhe met him t'other day in a lac'd coat, with three fine + 
ladies, his footman at his heels, and as gay as a bride- 


room. 

Aml. Is it poſſible? Ah the rogue! well, neighbour, 
all's well that ends well; but Dick will be hang'd. 

Chg. That were pity. 

Aml. Pity indeed; for he's a hopeful young man to 
look on ; but he leads a life Well where 
he has it, heav'n knows; but they ſay, he pays his 
club with the beſt of em. I have ſeen him — once 
theſe three months, neighbour, and then the varlet 
wanted money; but I bid him march, and march he did 
to ſome purpoſe ; for in leſs than an hour, back comes 
my gentleman into the houſe, walks to and fro in the 
room, with his wig over his ſhoulder, his hat on one 
ſide, whiſtling a minuet, and toſſing a purſe of gold 
from one hand to t'other, with no more reſpect (heaven 
bleſs us!) than if it had been an orange, Sirrah, ſays 
I, where have you got that ? He anſwers me never a 
word, but ſets his arms a kimbo, cocks his ſaucy hat in 
my face, turns about upon his ungracious heel, as much 
as to ſay kiſs—and I've never ſet my eye on him ſince, 

Clog. Look you there now; to ſee what the youth of 
this age are come to ! 

Aml. Sce what they will come to, neighbour. Hea- 
ven ſhield, I ſay; but Dick's upon the gallop, Well, 
I muſt bid you good-morrow ; I'm going where I doubt 
I ſhall meet but a ſorry welcome. 

Clog. To get in ſome old debt, P11 warrant you ? 

Aml. Neither better or worſe, 

Clog. From a lady of . 

Aml. No, ſhe's but a ſcri 1 


crivener's wife ; but ſhe lives 


as well, and pays as ill, as the ſtatelieſt counteſs of 
[ Exeunt ſeveral ways, 
Enter Braſs /olus. 

Braſs. Well, ſurely thro' the world's wide extent, 
there never appeared ſo impudent a fellow as my ſchool- 
fellow Dick, paſs himſelf upon the town for a gen- 

. A 5 tlemau, 


em all. 
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tleman, drop into all the beſt company with an eaſy 
air, as if his natural element were in the ſphere of 
quality; when the rogue had a kettle-drym to his 
father, who was hang'd for robbing a church, and has 
a pedlar to his mother, who carries her ſhop under her 
arm. But here he comes. 
Enter Dick, 

Dick, Well, Praſs, what news? Haſt thou given my 
letter to Flippanta ? 1 

Fraſs. I'm but juſt come; I han't knock'd at the door 
yet. But I have a damn d piece of news for you. 
Dick. As how? | 

Hraſi. We muſt quit this country. 

Dick. We'll be hang'd firſt. 

Bras. So you will if you ſtay. 

Dick, Why, what's the matter ? 

Braſs, There's a ſtorm a coming. 
Dick, From whence? | 
; Braſs. From the worſt point in the compaſs, the 
aw, 
- Dick, The law ! Why what have I to do with the 
aw? | 
Bre/5. Nothing; and therefore it has ſomething to 
do with you. | 1 5 

Dick. Explain. | | 

Braſs. You know you cheated a young fellow at 
picquet t'other day, of the money he had to raiſe his 
company. % 

Dick. Well, what then? 

Braſs, Why he's ſorry he loi. . 

Dick. Who doubts that ? 

Braſs. Ay, but that's not all, he's ſuch a fool to think 
of complaining on't. 

Dick. Then I muſt be ſo wiſe as to ſtop his mouth. 

Braſs. How ? | 

Dick. Give him a little back; if that won't do, ſtran- 
gle him. : f 
Fraß. You are very quick in your methods. 

Dick, Men muſt be ſo that will diſpatch buſineſs. 


+ Braſs. 
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Fraſi. Hark you, Colonel, your father dy'd in's bed? 
ale He might have done if he had not been a 
Braſs. Why, he robbed a church.” | 
Dick. Ay, but he forgot to make ſure of the ſexton. 
HÞrajſ;. Are not you a great rogue? | 
Dic“. Or I ſhould wear worſe clothes. 
, Hark you, I would adviſe you to changs your 
ife. 
Dick. And turn ballad-ſinger. | 
Baſs. Not ſo neither. 
Dick. What then? 
Braſs. Why, if you can get this young wench, re- 
form, and live honeſt. 
Dick. That's the way to be ſtarv'd. ö 
Braſs. No, ſhe has money enough to 7 you a good 
place, and pay me into the bargain for helping her to 
ſo good a match, You have but this throw left to fave 
you, for you are not ignorant, youngſter, that your 
morals begin to be pretty well known about town 
have a care. your noble birth and your honourable rela- 
tions are not diſcoyered too: there needs but that to 
have you toſs'd in a blanket, for the entertainment of 
the firit company of ladies you intrude into : and then like 
a dutiful ſon, you may dangle about with your mother, 
and ſell paint: ſhe's old and weak, and wants ſome- 
body to carry her goods after her, How like a dog will 
you look, with a pair of plod ſhoes, you hair crop'd up 
to your ears, and a band-box nder your arm? | 
Dick, Wy faith, Braſs, | think thou art in the right. 
** on't; I muſt fix my affairs quickly, or Madam Forianę 
will be playing ſome of her bitch-tricks with me: 
therefore I'll tell thee what well do; we'll purſue this 
old rogue's daughter heartily ; we'll cheat his family to 
purpoſe, and they ſhall atone for the reſt of mankind, 


? Braſs. Have at her then, I'll about your buſineſs 
preſently. "AR. * c 
Dick, One kiſs——and ſucceſs attend the. 
. 7 : [ Exit Dick, 
af. Braſs, A great rogue——Well, 1 ſay nothing, = 


12 The CONFEDERACY. 


when I have got the thing into a good poſture, he ſhall 

ſign and ſeal, or I'll have him tumbled out of the houſe 

ike a cheeſe, Now for Flippanta. [ He knocks, 
Enter Flippanta, 

Flip. Who's that? Brajs / 

Braſs. Flippanta ! 

Flip. What want you, rogue's-face ? 

Braſs. Is your miſtreſs dreſs'd ? . 

Flip. What, already ? Is the fellow drunk ? 

Braſs. Why, with reſpe& to her looking-glaſs, it's 
_ almoſt two. 

Flip. What then, fool ? 

Braſs. Why then it's time for the miſtreſs of the houſe 
to come down, and look after her family. 

Flip. Pr'ythee don't be an owl. Thoſe that go to bed 
at night may riſe in the morning ; we that go to bed in 
the morning riſe in the afternoon. 

Braſs, When does ſhe make her viſits then? | 
Flip. By candle-light; it helps off a muddy com- 
plexion; we women hate inquiſitive ſun-ſhine : but do 
ry —_ that my Lady is going to turn good houſe- 

e | 

Braſs. What, is ſhe going to die? 

Flip. Die! 

Braſs. Why, that's the only way to ſave money for 
her family. f 

Flip. No; but ſhe has thought of a project to ſave 
chair-hire. | 

Braſs. As how? 

Flip. Why all the company ſhe us'd to keep abroad 
ſhe now intends ſhall meet at her own houſe. Your 
maſter has advis'd her to ſet up a baſſet-table. 

Braſs. Nay, if he advis'd her to it, it's right; but has 
ſhe acquainted her huſband with it yet ? 

Flip. What to do? When the company meet he'll 
ſe them, 

Braſs. Nay, that's true, as you ſay, he'll know it ſoon 
enough, ; | 

— Flip. 


* 
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Flip. Well, I muit be gone; have you any buſineſs 
with my Lady ? 

Braſs. Ves; as ambaſſador from 4raminta, I have a 
letter for her, 

Flip. Give it me, 

Bra's. Hold — and as firſt miniſter of ſtate to the 
Colonel, I have an affair to communicate to thee. 

Flip. What is't ? quick. 

Braſs. Why he's in love. 

Flip. With what? 

B aſs. A woman — and her money together. 

Flip. Who is ſhe? 

Braſs. Corinna, 

Flip. What wou'd he be at? 

Braſs. At her — if ſhe's at leiſure, 

Flip. Which way ? 

Braſs. Honourably——he has ordered me to demand 
her of thee in marriage, 

Flip. Of me? 

Braſs. Why, when a man of quality has a mind to a 
city-fortune, would'ſt have him apply to her father and 


mother ? 

Flip. No. | 

Braſs. No, ſol think: men of our end of the town 
are better bred than to uſe ceremony, With a long 
perriwig we ftrike the lady, with a you-know-what 
we ſoften the maid ; and when the parſon has done his 
job, we open the affair to the family. Will you ſlip this 
letter into her prayer-book, my little queen? It's 
a very paſſionate one — It's ſeal'd with a heart and a 
dagger; you may ſee by that what he intends to do 
with himſelf. 

Flip. Are there any verſes in it? If not, I won't 
touch it. | 

Eraſs. Not one word in proſe, it's dated in rhyme, 

| [ She takes its 

Flip. Well, but have you brought nothing elſe ? 

Braſs. Gad forgive me; I'm * forgetfulleſt dog 
I have a letter for you too here——tis in a purſe, 
but it's in proſe, you won't touch it, Flop. 
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Lip. Yes, hang it, it is not good to be doo dainty, 

Eraſe. How uſeful a virtue is humility! Well, child; 
we ſhall have an anſwer to-morrow, ſhan't we ? 

Flip. I can't promiſe you that; for our young gen- 
tlewoman is not ſo often in my way as ſhe would be. 
Her father (who is a citizen from the foot to the 
forehead of him) lets her ſeldom converſe with her 
mother-in-law and me, for fear ſhe ſhould learn the airs 
of a woman of quality. But I'll take the firſt occaſion : 
ſee there's my lady, go in and deliver your letter to 
Bee. +7 [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, a Parlour. 


Enter Clariſſa,” follow'd by Flippanta and Braſs, 


Clar. No meſſages this morning from any body, Flip- 
panta? Lard how dull that is! O, there's Braſs / I did 
not ſee thee, Braſs. What news doſt thou bring ? 

Braſs. Only a letter from Araminta, Madam. 

Clar. Give it me — open it for me, F#lippanta, I 
am ſo lazy to-day. [ Sitting down. 

Braſs. ¶ To Flip. ] Be ſure now you 237 my maſter's 
as carefully as I do this. 

Flip. Don't trouble thyſelf, I'm no novice. | 
- Clar. [to Bre/ſ5.] Jis well, there needs no eee 
1 ſhe'll be here ſo ſoon. | 

Braſs. Your ladyſhip has no farther commands then ? 

Clar. Not at this time, honeſt, Braſs. Flippanta ! 


| [ Exit Braſs. 
Flip. Madam. 
Clar. My huſband's in love. 
Flip. In love? 
Clar, With Araminta. 
Flip. Impoſſible! 
Clar. This letter from her, is to give me an account 
cfit.. 
1 - - Flip. Methinks you are not very much alarm'd. 
3 _ Clear. No; thou ere | I'm not tortur'd” with 
'Y 8 
Flip. 


it 


þ 
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Flip. Nay, you are much in the right on't, Madam, 
for jealouſy's a city paſſion, tis a, thing unknown 
amongſt people. of quality, AW 

Clar. Fy! a woman mult indeed be of a mechanick 
mould, who is either troubled or pleas'd with any thing 
her huſband can do to her. Pr'ythee mentioa him no 
more; *tis the dulleſt theme. ae? 

Flip. Tis ſplenetick indeed. But when once you 
open your baſſet table, I hope that will put him out of 
your head. p 

Clar. Alas, Flipfanta, I begin to grow weary even of 
the thoughts of that too. 

Flip. How o ? | 

Clar. Why, I have thought on't a day and a night 
already,. and four and twenty hours, thou know'ſt, is 
enough to mae one weary of any thing. ” 

Flip. Now by my conſcience, you have more woman 
in you than all your ſex together: you never know what 
you would have. 

Clar. Thou miſtakeſt the thing quite. I always know 
what J lack, but I am never pleas'd with what I have. 
The want of a thing is perplexing enough, but the 

oſſeſſion of it is intolerable, ; 

Flip. Well, I don't know what you are made of, by 
other women would think theſelves bleſt in your caſe ; 
handſome, witty, lov'd by every body, and of fo 
happy a compoſure, to care a fig fer no-body, You 
have no one paſſion, hut that of your pleaſures, and you 
have in me a ſervant devoted to all your deſires, let 
them be as extravagant as they will: yet all this is 
nothing; yoa can ſtill be out of humour, 

Clar. Alas, 1 have but too much cauſe, 

Flip. Why, what have you to complain of ? 

Clar. Alas, | have more ſubjects for ſpleen than one: 


is it not a moſt horrible thing that 1 ſhould be but a 
ſcrivener's wife! — Come, —— don't flatter me, don't 


you think nature deſign'd me for ſomething plus eleve. 

Flip. Nay, that's certain; but on the other fide, 
methinks, you ought to be in ſome meaſure content, 
fince you live like a woman of quality, tho* you are 
none, | | | 


Clar. 
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Clar. O fy! the very quinteſſence of it is wanting. 

Flip. What's that ? 

Clar. Why, I dare abuſe nobody: I'm afraid to 
affront people, tho? I dont like their faces; or to ruin 
their reputations, tho” they pique me to it, by taking 
ever ſo much pains to "preſerve em: I dare not raiſe a 
lye of a man, tho* he neglects to make love to me; 
nor report a woman to be a fool, tho? ſhe's handſomer 
than lam. Jn ſhort, I dare not ſo much as bid my foot- 
man kick the people out of doors, tho' they come to aſk 
me for what I owe them. 

Flip. All this is very hard indeed. 

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, the perquiſites of quality are of 
an unſpeakable value. 

Flip. They are of ſome uſe, I muſt confeſs ; but we 
muſt not expect to have every thing. Vd have wit and 
beauty, and a fool to your huſband ; come come, 
madam, that's a good portion for one. 

Clar. Alas, what ſignifies beauty and wit, when one 
dares neither jilt the men nor abuſe the women? *Tis 
a ſad thing, Flippanta, when wit's confin'd, *tis worſe 
than the riſing of the lights; 1 have been ſometimes 
almoſt choak'd with ſcandal, and durſt not cough it up 
for want of being a counteſs. | 

Flip. Poor lady ! | | 

C/ar, O! Liberty is a fine thing, Flippanta ; it's a 

at help in converſation to have leave to ſay what one 
will. I have ſeen a woman of quality, who has 
not had one grain of wit, entertain a whole company 
the moſt agreeably in the world, only with her malice, 
But *tis in vain to repine, I can't mend my condition, 
till my huſband dies: ſo I'll ſay no more on't, but 
think of making the moſt of the ſtate I am in. 

Flip, That's your beſt way, madam ; and in order to 
it, pray conſider how you'll get ſome ready money to 
ſet your baſſet-table a going ; for that's neceſſary. 

Clar. Thou ſay'ſt true; but what trick I ſhall play 
my huſband to get ſome, I don't know: for my pre- 
tence of loſing my diamond necklace has put the man 


into ſuch a paſſion, I'm afraid he won't hear _— i 
| | . Flip, 


The CONFEDERACY. 17 


Flip, No matter; he begins to think *tis loſt in ear- 
neſt: ſo I fancy you may venture to ſell it, and raiſe 
money that way. 

Clar. That can't be, for he has left odious notes with 
all the goldſmiths in town. 

Flip, Well, we muſt pawn it then. | 

Clar. I'm quite tir'd with dealing with thoſe pawn- 
brokers. 

Flip. I'm afraid you'll continue the trade a great 
while, for all that, [ Ade. 

Enter Jeſſamin. 
J. Madam, there's the woman below that ſells 
paint and patches, iron boddice, falſe teeth, and all 
ſorts of things to the ladies; I can't think of her name. 

Flip. Tis Mrs. Amlet, ſhe wants money, 

Clar. Well, I han't enough for myſelf, it's an unrea- 
ſonable thing ſhe ſhould think I have any for her, 

Flip, She's a troubleſome jade. 

Clar. So are all people that come a dunning, 

Flip. What will you do with her ? 

Clar. I have juſt now thought on't. She's very rich, 
that woman is, Flippanta, I'll borrow ſome money of her. 

Flip, Borrow ! ſure you jeſt, madam, 

Clar. No, I'm in earneſt; I give thee commiſſion to 
do it for me. 

Flip. Me! 

Clar. Why doſt thou ſtare, and look ſo ungainly ? 
Don't I ſpeak to be underſtood, | 
Flip. Yes, I underſtand you well enough ; but Mrs, 

Amlet —— 

Clay. But Mrs. Amlet muſt lend me ſome money, 
where ſhall I have any to pay her elſe ? 

Flip. That's true; I never thought of that truly, 


But here ſhe is. 
Enter Mrs. Amlet. 
Clay, How d'you do? How d'you do, Mrs, Amlet ? 
I han't ſeen you theſe thouſand years, and yet I believe 
I'm down in your books. 2 
Mts 
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ml. O, Madam, I don't come for that, alack. 

Flip. Good-morrow, Mrs. Amer. 

Aml. Good-morow, Mrs. Flirpanta. 

Clar. How much am I indebted to you, Mrs. Anlets ? 

Aml. Nay, if your ladyſhip .defires to ſee your bill, I 
believe I may have it about me. — There, Madam, if i it 
ben't too much fatigue to you to look it over. 

Clar. Let me ſee it, for I hate to be in debt, where 
I am obliged to pay. Ale. Y —Reads.] Imprimis, For 
bolftering out the Counteſs of Crump? s left hip 0 
fy, this does not belong to me. 
Anl. I beg your Ladyſhip's pardon, I miſtook in- 
deed ; 'tis a 4 s bill 1 have writ out to little pur- 
pole I furniſh'd her two years ago with three pair of 

1ps, and am not paid for them yet: but ſome are 
better cuſtomers than ſome. There's your Ladyſhip's 
bill, Madam, 

Glar. For the idea of a new invented commode. 
Ay, this may be mine, but *tis of a prepoſterous length. 
Do you . I can waſte tinie to read every article, Mrs. 
Amie? I'd as lief read a ſermon, 

Anl. Alack-a-day, there's no need of fatiguing your- 
ſelf at that rate; caſt an eye only, if your Honour 
pleaſes, upon the ſum total. | 

Clar. Total; fifty-fix pounds —and odd things. 

Flip. But ſix and fifty pounds! | 
Anl. Nay, aber tae would have made it twice as 
much ; but there's a bleſing goes along with a moderate 

rofit. 

; Clar. Flippanta, go to my caſhier, let him give you 
ſix and fifty pounds. Make] haſte : don't you hear me? 
fix and fifty pounds. Is it ſo difficult to be compre- 
hended ? 

Flip. No, Madam, I, I comprehend fix and fifty 
pounds, but —— 

Clar. But go and fetch it then. 

Flip. What ſhe means, I don't know ; Ade. but 
I ſhall, I ſuppoſe, before 1 bring her the money. | 

Exit. F lis. 


Clar* 


* 1 
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Clar. [Setting her hair in a packet glaſt.] The 
trade you follow gives you a great deal of trouble, 
Mrs. Aimlet. ay | 

Aml. Alack-a day, a world of pain, Madam, and yet 
there's ſmall profit, as your honour ſees by your bill. 

Clar. Poor woman! ſometimes you have great. lofles, 
Mrs. Am/et ? 

Anl. I have two thouſand, pounds owing” me, of 
which I ſhall never get ten ſhillings. F 

Clar. Poor woman ! You have a great charge of chil. 
dren, Mrs. Amlet ? | | : 1 

Aml. Only one wicked rogue, Madam, who I think, 
will break my heart. | | TALES 

Clar. Poor woman |, ky 

Aml. He'll be hang'd, Madam that will be the 
end of him. Where he gets it, heav'n knows; but 
he's always ſhaking his heels with the ladies, and his 


elbows with the lords. He's as fine as a prince, and as 


grim as the beſt of them ; but the ungracious rogue tells 
all that comes near that his mother is dead, and I m 
but his nurſe. ä | 

Clar. Poor woman ! = <3 

4ml. Alas, Madam, he's like the reſt of the world; 
every body's. for [appearing to be more than they are, 
and that ruins all, A 

Clar. Well, Mrs. 4mlet, you'll excuſe me, I have a 
little buſineſs, Flizpanta will bring you your money pre- 
ſently. Adieu, Mrs. Aulet. | [Exit Clariſſa. 

Aul. J return your honour many thanks [Se/a.] Ah, 
there's my good lady, not ſo much as read her bill; 
if the reſt were like her, I ſhould ſoon have money 
enough to go as fine as Dick himſelf. | 

Enter Dick. 

Dick, Sure Flippanta muft have given my letter by 
this * L de.] I long to know how it has been re- 
ceived, | 

nl. Viſericorde ! what do! ſee! 

Dick, Fiends and hags—the witch my mother ! 

ml. Nay, 'tis he! ah, my poor Dick, what art thou 
doing here ? 

| Dick 
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Dick. What a misfortune—— [ Afede. 
Anl. Good lard ! how bravely-deck'd art thou. But 
it's all one, I am thy mother ſtill: and tho' thou art a 
wicked child, nature will ſpeak, I love thee ſtill, ah, 
Dick, my poor Diek. [ Embracing him. 
Dick, Blood and thunder! will you ruin me? 
Breaking from her, 
Anl, Ah the blaſphemous rogue, how he ſwears !. 
Dick. You deſtroy all my hopes. 
Anl. Will your mother's kiſs deſtroy you, varlet ? 
Thou art an ungracious bi:d ; kneel down, and aſk my 
- blefling, ſirrah. 
Dick. Death and furies ! 
Aml. Ah, he's a proper young man, ſee what a ſhape 
he has: ah, poor child, 

[Running to embrace him, he flill avoiding her. 
| Dick. Oons, keep off, the woman's mad, If any 
| body comes, my fortune's loſt. 

Aml. What fortune, ah ? ſpeak, graceleſs. Ah Dick, 
thou'lt be hang'd, Dick. 
Dick, Good, dear mother, now don't call me Dick 


: 
| here. | 
Aml. Not call thee Dick / Is not that thy name? 
| What ſhall I call thee * Mr. Amlet? ha! Art not thou 
a preſumptuous raſcal ? Hark you, firrah, I hear of 
2 tricks; you diſown me for your mother, and ſay 
'm but your nurſe. 1s not this true? 5 

Dick. No, I love you; I reſpect you; [raking her 
hand.) J am all duty. But if you diſcover me here, 

you ruin the faireſt proſpe& that man ever had. ; 

Anl. What proſpect? ha! come, this is a he 
now, 

Dick. No, my honour'd parent, what I ſay is true, 
I'm about a great fortune, I'll bring you home a daugh- 
ter-in law, in a coach and fix horſes, if you'll but be 
quiet ; I can't tell you more now. 

Auml. Is it poſlible ! 
Dick, It's true, by Jupiter. 
Anl. My dear lad 
Dick, 
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Dick, For Heaven's ſake —— 

Aml. But tell me, Dick 

Dick. I'll follow you home in a moment, and tell you 
all. 
Aml. What a ſhape is there 

Dick. Pray mother go. f 

Aml. 1 muſt receive tome money here firſt, which ſhall 
go for thy wedding-dinner. | 

Dick. Here's ſomebody coming; s'death, ſhe'll be- 


tray me. 


Enter Flippanta, [ He makes figns to his Mother, 
Dick. Good-morrow, dear Flippanta ; how do all the 


ladies within ? - 

Flip. At your ſervice, Colonel ; as far at leaſt as my 
intereſt goes, 

Aml., Colonel l—-Law you now, how Dic#'s reſpected! 

| , | L[Alide. 

Dick. Waiting for thee, Flippanta, I was making ac- 
quaintance with this-old gentlewoman here, 

Aml., The pretty lad, he's as impudent as a Page. 
[4age. 


Dick. Who is this good woman, Flippanta ? 
Flip. A gin of all trades; an old daggling cheat, that 
hobbles about from houſe to houſe to dab e the ladies 
of their money. I have a ſmall buſineſs of your's in my 
pocket, Colonel. 
Dick. An anſwer to my letter? | 
Flip. So quick indeed ! No, it's your letter itſelf, 
Dick. Haſt thou not given it then yet ? 
Flip. Than't had an opportunity ; but *twon't be long 
firſt, Won't you go in and ſee my Lady? 
Dick. Yes, I'll go make her a ſhort viſit. But dear 
lippanta, don't forget : my life and fortune are in your 


nmands. 


Flip. Ne er fear, Ill take care of 'em. | 

Aml. How he traps em; let Dick alone. F/72 

Dick. Your ſervant, good Madam, [Je his Mother. 
5 5 [ Exit Dick. 


Aml. 
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Aml. Your Honour's moſt devoted. —A pretty, civil, 
well-bred gentleman this, Mrs. Flippanta. Pray whom 
may he ben 

Flip. A man of great note; Colonel ately. 

ml, Is it poſſibſe! I have heard much of him indeed, 
but never ſaw him before: one may ſee quality in every 
limb of him: he's a fine man truly. 

Flip. I think you are in love with him, Mrs. Amler. 

* ml. Alas, thoſe days are done with me; but if I 
were as fair as I was once, and had as much money as 
ſome" folks, Colonel Shately ſhould not catch cold for 
want of a bed- fellow. I love your men of rank, they 
have fomething in their air does ſo diſtinguiſhꝰ em from 
the raſcality. ” 5227 . 
Flip. People of Quality are fine things indeed, Mrs. 
Amlet, if they had but a little more money; but for 
want of that, they are forced to do things their great 
ſouls are aſhap'd of. For example here s my Lady 
Ihe owes you but fix and fifty pounds —— 

Anl. Well! 

Flip. And ſhe has it not by her to pay you. 

_ Aml. How can that be? 
Flip. I don't know; her caſh - keeper's out of humour, 
he ſays he has no money. | 71 
Anl. What a preſumptuous piece of vermin is a caſh- 
keeper! Tell his Lady he has no money — Now, Mrs. 
1 you may ſee his bags are full by his being ſo 
aucy. JETT 4 :| 2 

5. If they are, there's no help for't; he'll do 
what he- pleaſes, till he comes to make up his. yearly 
accounts. | oe 2314 
_ Aml, But Madam plays ſometimes, ſo when ſhe has 
good fortune, ſhe may pay me out of her winnings. 


won a thouſand, pounds, ſhe'd rather die in a gaol; than 
pay off a farthing with it; play money, Mrs. Aruer, 
amongſt people of quality; is a ſacred thing, and not 
to be profan d. is conſecrated to their pleaſures, 
*twould be ſacrilege to pay their debts with it. 


Aml - 
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Aml. Why what ſhall we do then ? For I one 
penny to buy bread. 

Fli p. I'll tell you—— it juſt now comes in my 
head : I know my Lady has a little occaſion for money 
at this time; ſo-——if you lend her——a hundred 
pounds ——do you ſee, then the may pay you your ſix and 
fifty out of it. 

Aml. Sure, Mrs. Fli panta, you think to make a fool 
of me. 

Flip. No, the Devil fetch me if I do———You ſhall 
have a diamond necklace in pawn, 

Anl. O ho, a pawn! ! That's another caſe. And when 
muſt ſhe have this money? 

Flip. In a quarter of an hour. 


4 Anl. Say no more, Bring the necklace to my hoaſe, 
or X ſhall be ready for you. 
at Flip. Il be with you in a moment, 
BE Aim. Adieu, Mrs. Fli; 2 
Flip. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet [Exit Amlet. 


Flippanta ſola. 


So——this ready money will make us all happy. This 
ſpring will ſet our baſſet going, and that's a wheel 
i, Wh vill turn twenty others. My Lady's young and hand- 
ſome ; ſhe'll have a dozen intrigues upon her hands, be- 


h- fore ſhe has been twice at her prayers. So much the bet- 
ho ter; the more the griſt, the richer the miller. Sure ne- 
ſo ver wench'g t into ſo hopeful a place: Here's a fortune 

to be ſold, a miſtreſs to bet debanched. and a maſter to 


be ruin'd. If I don't ſeather my neſt, and get a good 
husband, I deſerve to die both a maid and a beggar. 
| [Exount 
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c nun. 


S CE NE, Mr. Gripe's Houſe. 


Enter Clariſſa and Dick. 


Clar. HAT in the name of dulneſs is the mat- 
ter with you, Colonel? you are as ſtudious 
as a crack'd chymiſt. | 
Dick, My head, Madam, is full of your husband. 
. Clar. The worſt furniture for a head in the univerſe. 
Dick I am thinking of his paſſion for your friend 
Araminta. 
Clar. Paſſion !——Dear Colonel, give it a leſs violent 
name, | 


Enter Braſs. 


Dick. Well, Sir, what want you ? R 

Braſs. The affair I told you of goes ill. [To Dick, 
afide.) There's an action out. 5 

Dick. The Devil there is ! 

Clar. What news brings Braſs? 

Dick, Before Gad I cannot tell, Madam; the dog will 
never ſpeak out. My Lord what-d'ye-call-him waits, for 
me at my lodging: Is not that it? 
Bra. Ves, Sir. 

Dick. Madam, I ask your pardon. 

Clar. Your ſervant, Sir. [Exeunt Dick and Braſs, 
Teſſamin “ [ She fits down, 


Enter Jeſſamin. 


Fe/. Madam: 
Clar. Where's Corinna ? Call her to me, if her fa- 
ther han't lock d her up: I want her company. 
J. Madam, her guitar-maſter is with her. 2 
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Clar. Pſha! ſhe's taken up with her impertinent 
Guittar-Man. Flippanta ſtays an age with that old fool, 
Mrs. Amlet. And Araminta, before ſhe can come 
abroad, is fo long a placing her coquet-patch, that I 
muſt be a year without company, How 1nſupportable 
is a moment's uneaſineſs to a woman of ſpirit and 
pleaſure ! 


Enter Flippanta. 


Clar. O, art thou come at laſt? Pr'ythee, Flippanta, 
learn to move a little quicker, thou know'ſt how im- 
patient I am, 

Flip. Yes, when you expect money: If you had ſent 
me to buy a Prayer-Book, you'd have thought I had 
flown. | 

Clar, Well, haſt thou brought me any, after all ? 

Flip. Yes, I have brought ſome. There [giving her 
a purſe] the old hag has ſtruck off her bill, the reſt is 
in that purſe. 

Clar. Tis well; but take care, Flippanta, my huſ- 
band don't ſuſpect any thing of this; twould vex him, 
and I don't love to make him uneaſy: So I would ſpare 
him theſe little ſort of troubles, by keeping em from 
his knowledge. 

Flip. See the tenderneſs ſhe has for him, and yet 
he's always complaining of you. 

Clar. Tis the nature of 'em, Flippanta; a huſband 
is a growling animal. | 

Flip. How exactly you define em! | | 

Clar. O! I know 'em, Flippanta though I confeſs 
my poor wretch diverts me ſometimes with his ill- hu- 
mours. I wiſh he wou'd quarrel with me to-day a little, 
of paſs away the time, for I find myſelf in a violent 

een. 

Fi. Why, if you pleaſe to drop yourſelf in his way, 
ſix to four but he ſcolds one rubbers with you. 

Clar. Ay, but thou know'ſt he's as uncertain as the 
wind; and if inſtead of quarrelling with me, he ſhould 
Chance to be fond, he'd make me as ſick as a dog. 


Vor. I. B Flip. 


+ 5 * 
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Flig, If he's kind, you muſt ee him; if he kiſſes 
you, ſpit in his face. 

Clar. Alas, when men are in the kiſſing kt, (like 
(lap- ogy). they take that for a favour, -- 

Flip. Nay, then do roar what you'll dowith him, 
Clar. vie &en do ho g at all with him Flip- 
panta. [Ya ning, 

Flip. Madam. 

Clar. My hood and ſcarf, and a wh to the door. 

Flip. W. „ Wwhither are you going? _ -. | 

Clar. I can't tell yet, but I would go ſpend ſome 
money, ſince I have it. 

Flip. Why, you want nothing that I know of. 

Clar. How aukward an objection now is that, as if 
2 woman of education bought things becauſe ſhe wanted 
dem. Quality always diſtinguiſhes itſelf ; and therefore, 
25. the mechanick people buy things, becauſe. they have 
occaſion for em, you ſee women of rank — buy 
things becauſe they have not occaſiqn for em. Now, 
there, Flippanta, you ſee the difference between a 
woman that has, 2 and one that has none. 
O ho, here's Araminta come at laſt. 


Buer Araminta. 


Cher. Lard, what a tedious while you have let me 
expect you! I was afraid you were not well ; how d'ye 
do to-day ? 

Aram. As well as a woman can = that has not ſlept 
all night. 

Flip. Methinks, Madam, you are pretty well awake, 
however. 

4 Am. O, 'tis not a little ching will make a woman 
of my vigour look drowſy, 

_ Gar. But, pr'ythee, what was' t diſturb'd you? 

Aram, ot yaur huſband, don't trouble yourſelf; 
at leaſt, Lam not. in love with him nd 

lar. Well remember'd, I had. quite forgot that 
matter. I with you much joy, you have made a noble 

conqueſt indeed, 
Aram. 
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Aram. But now I have ſubdu'd the country, pray is 
it worth my keeping? You know the ground, you have 
try'd it. | h | 
"Clar. A barren ſoil, heaven can tell. | 

Aram, Yet if it were well cultivated, it would produce 
ſomething to my knowledge. Do you know ?tis in 
my power to ruin this poor thing of yours? His whole 
Eftate is at my Service. 

Flip. Cods-fiſh, ſtrike him, Madam, and let my Lady 
go your halves. There's no ſin in plundering a 
huſband, ſo his wife has ſhare of the booty. 

Aram. Whenever ſhe gives me her orders, I ſhall be 
very ready to 6bey em. 


de 


if Clar. Why, as odd a thing as ſuch a project may 
ed ſeem, Araminta, I believe I ſhall have a little ſerious 
e, diſcourſe with you about it. But, pr'ythee, tell me how 
ve you have paſs'd the night? For I am ſure your mind 
uy has been roving upon ſome pretty thing or other. 

Aram. Why, I have been ſtudying all the ways my 


brain could produce to plagne'my huſband; | 

Clar, No wonder indeed you look ſo freſh this 
N after the ſatisfaction of ſuch pleaſing ideas 
all night. | 

ho Why, can a woman do lefs than ſtudy miſ- 
me chief, when ſhe has tumbled and toſs'd herſelf into a 
ye burning-fever, for want of | ſleep, and ſees a fellow 
; lie ſnoring by her, ſtock-ſtill, in a fine breathing 
pt ſweat ? | 

Clar. Now ſee the difference of women's tempers : 


ce, If my dear would make but one nap of his whole life, 

0 and only waken to make his will, 1 ſnou'd be the hap- 

Lan pieſt wife in the univerſe. But we'll diſcourſe more of 
theſe matters as we go, for I muſt make a tour among 
the Shops. | 

If; Aram. I have a coach waits at the door, we'll talk of 
'em as we rattle along. 

hat Clar. The beſt vices in nature, for you know a 

ble hackney- coach is a natural enemy to a huſband, 

FR [ Exit Clar. and Aram. 


'B3 Flip. 
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F lippant a ſola. 


What a pretty little pair of amiable perſons are there 
one to hold a council of war together! Poor birds! 
What would they do with their time, if the plaguing 
their huſbands did not help em to employment ell, 
if idleneſs be the root of all evil, then matrimony's 
good for ſomething, for it ſets many a poor woman 
to work. But here comes Miſs. I hope I ſhall help her 
into the Holy State too ere long. And when ſhe's once 
there, if ſhe don't play her part as well as the beſt of 
'em, I'm miſtaken, Han't I loſt the letter I'm to 
give her ?——No, here *tis; ſo, now we ſhall ſee how 
pure nature will work with her, for art the knows 
none yet. 


Enter Corinna. 


Cor. What does my mother-in-law want with me, 
Flippanta? They tell me, ſhe was aſking for me. 
Flip. She's juſt gone out, ſo I ſuppoſe *twas no great 
_ buſineſs, - 

Cor. Then I'll go into my chamber again. 

Flip. Nay, hold a little if you — I have ſome 
buſineſs with you myſelf, of more concern than what 
. ſhe had to ſay to you. 

Cor. Make haſte then, for you know my father won't 
let me keep you company; he ſays, you'll ſpoil me. 
Flip. | ſpoil you! He's an unworthy man to give 
you ſuch ill impreſſions of a woman of my honour. 
Cor. Nay, never take it to heart, Flippanta, for | 
don't believe a ward he ſays. But he does ſo plague 
- — with his continual ſcolding, I'm almoſt weary of my 
Ille. 

Flip. Why, what is't he finds fault with ? 
Cor. Nay, I don't know, for I never mind him; 
when he has babbled for two hours together, methinks 
I. have heard a mill going, that's all. It does not at 
all change my opinion, #/ippanta, it only makes my 
head ache. "Re" | 
I 
| Fl. 
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Flip. Nay, if you can bear it ſo, you are not to be 
pity'd ſo much as I thought, : | | 
Cor. Not pity'd! y is it not a miſerable thing, 
ſuch a young creature as I am ſhould be kept in per- 
petual ſolitude, with no other company but a parcel of 
old fumbling maſters to teach me geography, arithmetic, 
philoſophy, and a thouſand uſeleſs things, Fine enter- 
tainment, indeed, for a young maid at ſixteen! me- 
thinks one's time might be better employ'd. | 

Flip. Thoſe things will improve your wit. 

Cor. Fiddle-faddle ; han't I wit enough already? 
My mother-in-law has learn'd none of this trumpery, 
and-is not ſhe as happy as theday 1s long ? 

Flip. Then you envy her, I find ? | 2 

Cor. And well I may. Does ſhe not do what ſhe has 
a mind to, in ſpite of her huſband's teeth? ) 

Flip. Look you there now [a/ide] if ſhe has not al- 
ready conceived that, as the ſupreme bleſſing of life. 

Cor. I'll tell you what, Flippanta, if my mother- 
in-law would but ſtand by me a little, and encourage 
me, and let me keep. her company, I'd rebel againſt 
my father to-morrow, and throw all my books in the 
fire, Why, he can't touch a groat of my portion; do 
vou know that, Flippanta ? * REN 

Flip. So——1I ſhall ſpoil her. [ A/#de] Pray heaven 
the girl don't debauch me. | 1 

Cor. Look you: In ſhort, he may think what he 
pleaſes, he may think himſelf wife; but thoughts are 
tree, and I may think in my turn. I'm but a girl, 'tis 
true, and a fool too, if you believe him; but let him 
know, a fooliſh girl may make a wife man's heart ache ; 
ſo he had as good be quiet— Now it's out—— | 

Flip. Very well, I love to ſee a young woman have 
ſpirit, it's a ſign ſhe'll come to ſomething. 

Cor. Ah, Flippanta, if you wou'd but encourage me, 
you'll find me quite another thing. I'm a devilith girl 
in the bottom; I wiſh you'd but let me make one 
amongſt you. "NG 

Flip. That never can be, till you are marry'd. Come, 

| B 3 15 examine 
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examine your Strength 2 little, Do you think, yon 


durſt venture upon a huſband ? 

Cor. A hutband! Why a—if you wou'd but en- 
courage me. Come, Flippanta, be a true friend now. 
EI give yon advice, when I have got a little more ex- 
perience. Do you in your very conſcience and foul 
think I am old enough to be mazry'd ? 

2 Old enough! Why you are ſixteen, are you 
not 

Cor. Six en! I am fixteen, two months, and odd 
days, woman. I keep an exact account. 

Flip. The duce you are | 

Cor. Why do you then truly and ſincerely think I am 
old 8 — | 
Flip. I do, upon my faith, child, 

Cor. Why then, to deal as fairly with you, Flip- 
Fanta, as you do with me, I have thought ſo any time 
theſe three years, | 

Flip. Now I find you have more wit than ever 1 
thought you had ; and to ſhew you what an opinian I 
have of your diſcretion, I'll ſhew you a thing I thought 
to have thrown in the fire. 

Cor. What is it, for Jupiter's ſake ? 

Flip. Something will make your heart chuck within 
GU, 
+ Cor. My dear Flippanta # 

Flip. What do you think it is? 5 

Cor. I don't know, nor I don't care, but I'm mad to 
have it. | | 

Flip. It's a four corner'd thing. 

Cor. What, like a cardinal's cap? 

Flip. No, 'tis worth a whole conclaye of em. How 
do you like it ?  [Shewing the letter. 

Cor. O Lard, a letter !— Is there ever a token 
in it? | 

Flip. Yes, and a precious one too. There's a hand- 
ſome young gentleman's heart, 

Cr. A handſome young gentleman's heart! [ 4A/ide.] 
Nay, then tis time to look grave. 

Flip. There. 


Ger. 


7. 
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Cor. I ſhan't touch it. 

Flip. What's the matter now ? 

Cor, I ſhan't receive it, 

Flip. Sure you jeſt. 

Cor. You'll find I don't. I underſtand myſelf better, 
than to take letters, when I don't know who they are 
from. ee ER 1 

Flip. I am afraid I commended your wit too ſoon. 

Cor, Tis all one, I ſhan't touch it, unleſs I know 
who it comes from. | | 

Flip. Hey-day, open it, and you'll ſee. 

Cor. Indeed I ſhall not, | 

Flip. Well — then I muſt return it where I had it. 

Cor. That won't ſerve your turn, madam, My father 
muſt have an account of this, 

Flip.” Sure you are not in earneſt ? 

Cor, You'll find I am. | 

Flip. So, here's fine work. This 'tis to deal with 
girls before they come to know the diſtinction of ſexes, 

Cor. Confeſs who you had it from, and perhaps, for 
this once, I mayn't tell my father. 5 
Flies. Why then, ſince it muſt out, *twas the Colonel: 
But Why are you ſo ſcrapulous, madam: 

Cor. Becauſe if it had come from any body elſe 
I would not have given a farthing for it. 

OO 9 * TTavitching it eagerly out of her hand. 

Flip. Ah, my dear little rogue [#/ing ber.] You 
friphiten'd me our 'of rl. 

Cor. Let me read it, let me read it, let me read it, 
let me read it, | ſay, Um, um, um, Cupid's um, um, 
um, Darts, um, um, um, Beauty, um, Charms, um, 
um, uni, Argel, um, Coddgſi, um ¶ Ning the letter! — 
um, um, um, trucſt Lover, hum, um, Eternal Conſtanqy, 
um, um, um, Cruel, um, um, um, Racks, um, um, 
Tortures, um, um, fifty Daggers, um, um, bleeding Heart, 
mee, x 
Very well, a mighty civil letter, I promiſe you; not 
one ſmutty word in it: I'II go lock it up in my 
comb- box. | 
bp lip. Well — but what does he ſay to you? 

— „In „ 2 34 » x13 40 


Cor, 
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Cor. Not a word of news, Flippanta, 'tis all about 
buſineſs. | | 

Flip. Does he not tell you he's in love with you? 

Cor. Ay, but he told me that before. 

Flip. How fo? He never ſpoke to you. 

Cor, He ſent me word by his eyes. 

Flip. Did he ſo? mighty well. I thought you had 
been to learn that language. 

Cor. O, but you thought wrong, Flippanta. What, 
becauſe I don't go a viſiting, and ſee the world, you 
think I know nothing. But you ſhould conſider, Flip- 
tanta, that the more one's alone, the mere one thinks; 
and *tis thinking that improves a girl, I'Il have you 
to know, when I was younger than J am now, by more 
than I'll boaſt of, I thought of things would have made 
you flare again. ; 

Flip. Well, ſince you are fo well verſed in your bu- 
| ſmeſs, 1 ſuppoſe I need not inform you, that if you don't 

write your gallant an anſwer —he'll die. | 
© Cer. Nay, now, Flippanta, I confeſs you tell me 
ſomething 1 did not know before. Do you ſpeak in 
ſerious ſadneſs? Are men given to die, if their miſtreſſes 
are ſour to em? 

Flip. Um Il can't ſay they all die——No, I can't 
ſay they all do; but truly, I believe it wou'd go very 
hard with the Colonel. 1 | 

Cor. Lard, I would not have my hands in blood for, 
thouſands ; and therefore, Flippanta, if you'll en- 
courage me 

Flip. O, by all means an anſwer. 

Cor. Well, ſince you ſay it then, I'll e'en in and do 
it, tho? I-proteſt to you (leſt you ſhould think me too 
forward now) he's the only man that wears a beard, I'd 
ink my fingers for, ' May be, if 1 marry him, 1n a year 
or two's time I mayn't be ſo nice. [ L/ede. 

[Exit Corinna, 


Flippanta ſola. 


Now heaven give him joy : he's like to have a rare 


wife o'thee, But where there's money, a man has a 
plaiſter 
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plaiſter to his ſore. They have a bleſſed time on't, who 


marry for love, See !-—here come's an example 
Araminta's dread lord. 


Enter Money-trap. 


Mon. Ah, Fligpanta! How do you do, good Flip- 
fanta How do you do? 

Flip. Thank you, Sir, well, at your ſervice, 5 

Mon. And how does the family, your maſter, 
and your fair miſtreſs? Are | way at home ? . 

Flip. Neither of them; my maſter has been gone out 
theſe two hours, and my lady is juſt gone with your 
wite, | WAL. 

Man, Well, I won't ſay I have loſt my labour how- 
ever, as _ as I have met with you, Flippanta. For 
I have wiſh'd a great while for an opportunity to talk 
with you a little, You won't take it amiſs, it I ſhould 
aſk you a few queſtions ? | 

Flip. Provided you leave me to my liberty in my 
anſwers, What's this Cot-quean going to pry into 
now ? | [ Afae. 
Men. Pr'ythee, good Flippanta, how do your maſter 
and miſtreſs live together? | 

Flip. Live | Why— like man and wife, generally out 
of humour, quarrel often, ſeldom agree, complain of 
one another; and perhaps have both reaſon. In ſhort, 
*tis much as tis at your houſe. | 

Re Good-lack ! but whoſe fide are you generally 
of? 

Flip. O' the right ſide always, my ＋ * And if 
you'll have me give you my opinion of theſe matters, 
Sir, I do not think a huſband can ever be in the right. 

Mon, Ha! 1 5 „ 

Flip. Little, peeking, „„ „ſneaking, ſtingy, 
Fido. cowardly, dirty, cuckoldy things. 4 

Mon, Ha 
Flip. Fit for nothing but taylors and dry-nurſes. 

Mon. Ha | oh 

Flip. A dog in a manger, ſnarling and biting, to 
ſtarve gentlemen with good ſtomachs. 
allo B 5 Men. 
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Mon. Ha! | | a 

Flip. A centry upon pleaſure, ſet to be a plagne on 
lovers, and 4 8 before their L 

Mon. A huſband is indeed | 

Flip. Sir, I ſay he is nothing A beetle without 
wings, a windmill without ſails, a ſhip in a calm. 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. A bag without money—— an empty bottle 
dead ſmall beer. 

Mon. Ha 
Flip. A quack without drugs. 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. A lawyer without knavery. 

Mon. Ha! | 

Flip. A courtier without flattery. 

Mom. Ha! : | 

Flip. A king without an army —or à people with 
one. 4 * 2 him, Sir? of * 

Mon. Why truly, Flippanta, 'T can?t deny but there 
are ſome general lines of reſemblance. But you know 
there may be exceptions. 

Fp. Hark you, Sir, ſhall J deal plainly with you? 
Had'I got a huſband, I wou'd put him in mind, that he 
was marry*d as well as I, 
| Sings. 
For auere Lebe tbirg call d a wife, 
And my fool grew too fond of bis pour, 
He feu d look like an afs alli his life, © 
For a pran that 'd play him in an hour, 


Tol-lol la xa tol lol, c. Do you. obſerve that, Sir? 
Menu. I do: and think you wou'd be in the right on't. 
But, pr'ythee, why doſt not give this advice to thy 
miſtreſs? | | 
Flip. For fear it ſhould go raund to your wife, Sir, 
for you know they are play-tellows. 
Men. O, there's no danger of my wife; ſue knows 
I'm none of thoſe huſbands. | | 


Flip. Are you ſure ſhe knows that, Six r 


Men, 


ut 


re 
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Mon. I'm ſure ſhe ought to know. it, Flip! a” for 
really I have but four faults in the world. . 

Flip. And, pray whit may they be? 

Men. Why, Im a little de. 1 ſhift but once a 
weur- $ ao it 

Flip. Fough 

Men. Tam ſometims out of humour. 

Flip. Provoking OP el F 


Flip. Ie ee 

Men. And a perhaps I mayn Wl quite f young 
as I wag T 

Flip. The devil! 

Mon. O, but then conſider how ' tis on her ſide, 
Fligtanta. She ruins me with Waſhin ng, is always out 
of humour, ever wanting money, and will never be 
older, 

Flip. That laſt article, 1 muſt confeſs, is a little hard 
upon yobu.. 

Mon. "Ah, Flippanta, did thou but know the daily 
rovocations I have, thoudꝰſt be the firſt to excuſe my 

14 But now I think on't Thou art none” of m 

friend, thou doſt not love me at all; no, not at all. 

Flip. And whither i is this little reproach going to lead 
e 5 $a 

Mon. You haye PIC 9 over your , fair miſtreſs, Flip- 
anta. 1.44 SU! ( 

Flip. Sir! 

Mon. But what then? You hate me. 

Flip. I underſtand you not. | 

Mon. There's not a moment's trouble her 2 
huſband ives, her, but I feel 1 it too. 

Flip. I don't know what you mean. 

Mer. If ſhe did but know what part I take 1 in her 
ſuſferingg——=" 

Flip. Mighty obſcure. 

Mon, Well, III ſay no more; but- 

Flip. All Hebrew: © 
Mon. If thou wou'dſt but tell her "A 

Flip. Still darker and darker, 


Mon, 
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Mor. I ſhould not be ungrateful. 
Flip. Ah, now I begin to underſtand you. 
Men. Flippanta—there's my purſe. . 
Flip. Say no more; now you explain, indeed 
You are in love? _ | 
Mon. Bitterly—and I do ſwear by all the Gods 
Flip. Hold — Spare em for another time, you ſtand 
in no need of em now. A uſurer that parts with his 
purſe, gives ſufficient proof of his ſincerity. 
Mon. I hate my wife, Fiippanta. 
Flip. That we'll take upon your bare word. 
Mon, She's the devil, Flippanta. 
Flip. You like your neighbour's better. 
Mon, Oh! an angel, | 
Flip. What pity it is the law don't allow trucking ! 
Mon. If it did, Flippanta + 
Flip. But ſince it don't, Sir——keep the reins upon 
your paſſion : Don't let your flame rage too high, leſt 
my lady ſhou'd be cruel, and it ſhould dry you up to a 
mummy. 
Mon. Tis impoſſible ſhe can be ſo barbarous, to let 
me die. Alas, Flippanta, a very ſmall matter wou'd 
fave my life. : | 
Flip. Then y*are dead—for we women never grant 
any thing to a man who will be ſatisfied with a little. 
Non. Dear Flippanta, that was only my modeſty ; but 
fince you'll have it out — I am a very on; and ib 
our lady'll find—if ever ſhe thinks fit to be Now 
hope you'll ſtand my friend. | 
F Ff. Well, Sir, as far as my credit goes, it ſhall be 
EW your ſervice, 
on. My beſt Flippanta—tell her-I'm all hers— 
tell her—my body's hers—tell her—my ſouls hers— 
and tell her—my eſtate's her's. Lord have mercy upon 
me, how I'm 1n love ! | ; 
Flip. Poor man! what a ſweat he's in! But hark 
F hear my maſter ; for heaven's ſake compoſe yourſelf a 
Uietle; you are in ſuch a fit, o* my conſcience he'll ſmell 
you out. | 


Mon. 
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Mon. Ah dear, I'm in ſuch an emotion, I dare not 
be ſeen ; put me in this cloſet for a moment. 

Flip. Cloſet, man! it's too little, your love wou'd 
ſtifle you. Go air yourſelf in the garden a little, you 
have need on't, faith. [ She puts him out, 


Flippanta la. | 


A rare adventure, by my troth. This will be curiou 
news to the wives. Fortune has now put their huſbands 
into their hands, and I think they are too ſharp to 
negle& its favours. 


Enter Gripe. 


Gripe. O, here's the right hand; the reſt of the body 
can't be far of, Where's my wife, huſwife ? 

Flip. An admirable queſtion ! Why, ſhe's gone 
abroad, Sir. 

Gripe. Abroad, abroad, abroad already? Why, ſhe 
uſes to be ſtewing in her bed three hours after this time, 
as late as tis: What makes her gadding ſo ſoon ? 

Flip. Buſineſs, I ſuppoſe. 

Gripe. Buſineſs ! ſhe has a pretty head for buſineſs 
truly: O ho, let her change her way of living, or I'll 
make her change a light heart for a heavy one. 1 

Flip. And why would you have her change her way of 
living, Sir? You ſee it agrees with her. She never 


look'd better in her life. 


Gripe. Don't tell me of her looks, I have done with 
— looks long ſince. But I'll make her change her 
e, or 
Flip. Indeed. Sir, you won't. 
Gripe, Why, what ſhall hinder me, inſolence ? | 
Flip. That which hinders moſt huſbands; contra 
diction. | 
Gripe. Suppoſe I reſolve I won't be contradicted? 
Flip. Suppoſe ſhe reſolves you ſhall ? | 
Gripe. A wife's reſolution is not good by law. 
Flip. Nor a d's by cuſtom. 5 3 
Gripe. I tell thee I will not bear it. 
= lip. I tell you, Sir, you will bear it. 


Cripe. 
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= Grize, Ooons, I have borne it three years already, 
Flip. By that you ſee tis but giving your ind to it, 
Grife. My mind to it! Death and the devil! My 
r ORG © io. iz 
Flip. Look ye, Sir, you may ſwear and damn, and 
call the furies to aſſiſt you! but till you apply the remedy 
to the right place, you'll never cure the diſeaſe, You 
fancy you have got an extravagant wife, is't not ſo? 
; oe: Pr'ythee change me that word fancy, and it 
15,10. N „„ 
Flip. Why there's it. Men are ſtrangely troubled 
with the vapours of late. You'll wonder' now if I tell 
you, you have the moſt reaſonable wife in town: And 
that all the diſorders you think you ſee in her, are only 
chere, here, here, in your own head. OGG 
; F [T humping his forehead. 
AGripe. She is then, in thy opinfon; a reaſonable 
woman ? e 
Flip. By my, faith, I think ſo, 
(Gripe. 1 ſhall run mad Name me an extravagance 
in the world dhe is not guilty f. 
Flip. Name me an extravagance in the world ſhe is 
guilty of. ' * ' SM 5 4 Ct 48 v7) 
N Oripe. Come then: Does not ſhe put the whole houſe 
in diforder.? | 1 Fre thr een 
Flip. Not that I know of, for ſhe never comes into it 
rr 
Gripe. Tis very well : Does ſhe employ. any one 
moment of her life in the government of her family? 
Flip. She is ſo ſubmiſſive a wife, ſhe leaves it entirely 
to you. Load oa 
Grize, Admirable ! Does ſhe not ſpend more money 
in coach<hire, and chair-hire, than Would maintain ſix 


children ? | | 
Flip. She's too nice of your credit to be ſeen daggling 
in th f ects, : „ kao. YT a eo ws 875 


Grize. Good! Do L ſet eye on her ſometimes in a 
week together? ne a 
Flip. That, Sir, is. becauſe you are never ſtirring at 
the ſame time; you keep odd hours; you are always 
P's | 4.4. Eat 


* 
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going to bed when ſhe's riſing, and riſing juſt when ſhe's 
coming to bed. | 

Grije. Yes, truly, night. into 17 and day into night, 
bawdy-houſe play, that's her trade; but theſe are 
trifles : Has the not loſt her diamond necklace? Anſwer 
me to that, Trapes. | 

Flip. Yes; and has ſent as many tears after it, as 
it had been her huſband, 

Grife, Ah. the ox take her; but enou *Tis 
reſolv'd, and I will put a ſtop to the courſe of ner life, 
or I will put a ſigp,to the courſe of her blood, and ſo 
ſbe ſhall know, the Hrit. time I meet with her; [Agde] 
which tho' we are man and wife, and lie under one 
roof, tis very poſſible may not be. this fortnight. 

[Exit Gripe. 


Flippanta l. 


Nay, - thou haſt a bleſſed time on't, that muſt be con- 
feſs'd. What a miſerable devil is a huſband! Infup- 
portable to himſelf, and a plague to every thing about 
them. Their wives do by them, as children do by dogs, 
teaze and provoke 'em, -?till.they.make them 16. curs d, 
they ſnarl. and bite at every thing that comes in their 
reach. This wretch here is grown perverſe to that 
degree, he's for his, wife's keeping home, and making 
hell of his houſe, ſo he may be the devil in it to tor- 
ment her, How niggardly ſoe ver he 1s of, all things he 
poſſeſſes, he is willing to, purchaſeiber miſery at the ex- 
nce of his qwn peace. But heid as. good be ſtill, for 
e'Lmiſs of his aim. If Eknow ber (which I think I 
do) ſhe'll ſet his blood in ſuch a ferment, jt ſhall bubble 
out at every pore of him; hilſt her's is ſo quiet in her 
veins, her pulſe ſhall. go like a pendulum, © [ Exit. 


ACT 


* 


The Covr EDEKA. 


„ 
SCENE, Mrs. Amlet's Houſe, 


Ent er Dick. 


HERE*s this old 'woman ?——A hey, What 

the devil, no-body at home? Ha! her ſtrong 

box !——And the key in't! *tis fo. Now fortune be 

my friend. What the duce Not a penny of money 

in caſh !——Nor a chequer note Nor a Bank bill 

[ Searching the ftrong ay. Nor a crooked ſtick! Nor 

a- Mum — here's ſomething ——A diamond neck- 
lace, by all the Gods ! Oons the old woman — Zeſt. 


[ Claps the necklace in his pocket, then runs and aſks her 
bleſmg.] © 


Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


pray mother, pray to, &c. 
Anl. Is it poſſible !——Dic+ upon his humble knee l 
Ah my dear child! — May heaven be good unto thee. 
Dick. I'm come, my dear mother, to pay my duty to 
you, and to aſk your conſent to—— | 
Aml. What a ſhape is there! = | 
Dick, To aſk your conſent, I ſay, to marry a great 
fortune; for what is riches in this world without a 
blefling ? And how can there be a blefling without re- 
ſpe& and duty to parents ? Pl ht 
Ami. What a noſe he has! | 
. Dick, And therefore it being the duty of every 
child not to diſpoſe of himſelf in marriage, without 
the 
 Aml. Now the Lord love thee „ Bim] for 
thou art a goodly young man: Well, Dick And how 
goes it with the lady? Are her eyes open to thy 
charms ? Does ſhe ſee what's for her own good ? Rac 


„% 


- | | A 
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ſenſible of the bleſſings thou haſt in ſtore for her? Ha! 
is all ſure? Haſt thou broke a piece of money with her? 
Speak, bird, do: Don't be modeſt, and hide thy love 
from thy mother, for I'm an indulgent parent. , 

Dick, Nothing under heaven can prevent my good 
fortune, but its being diſcover'd I'm your ſon 

Aml. Then thou art ſtill aſham'd of thy natural mo- 
ther, —Graceleſs! Why, Pm no whore, firrah. 

Dick, I know you are not- A whore! Bleſs us 
4— | 

Aml. No; My reputation's as good as the beſt of em; 
and tho' Pm old, I'm chaſte, you raſcal you. 

Dick, Lord, that is not the thing we talk of, mother; 
but—— | | . 

Aul. I think, as the world goes, they may be proud 
of marrying their daughter into a vartuous family. 

Dick, Oons, vartue is not the caſe 

Aml. Where ſhe may have a good example before her 
eyes, 
" Dick. O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! | 

Aul. I'm a woman that don't ſo much as encourage 
an incontinent look towards me. | 

Dick. I tell you, *sdeath, I tell you 

Aml, If a man ſhou'd make an uncivil motion to me, 
I'd ſpit in his laſcivious face: And all this you may tell 
them, ſirrah. TEN 

Dick. Death and furies! the woman's out of her — ._ 

Aml. Don't you ſwear, you raſcal you, don't you 
ſwear; we ſhall have thee damn'd at laſt, and then I ſhall 
be __ | 

Dick. Why then in cold blood hear me ſpeak to you: 
I tell you it's a city-fortune I'm about, ſhe cares not a 
fig for your virtue; ſhe'll hear of nothing but quality: 


She has quarrell'd with one of her friends for having a 


better complexion, and is reſolved ſhe'll marry, to take 
place of her, | 
Aml. What a cherry lip is there! 
Dick. Therefore, good dear mother, now have a care 
and don't diſcover me ; for if you do, all's loſt. 


Aml, 
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Aml. Dear, dear, how thy fair bride will be delighted: 
Go, get thee one, go: Go fetch her home, go fetch 
her home; ri 8 a ſack-poſſet, and a pillow 
3 the ſhall lay her head upon. Go fetch her home, 

by. Wann 

Dick. Take care then of the main chance, my dear 


- bd - 


mother; remember, if you diſcover me 

Anl. Go, fetch her home, I ſay. | 

Dick. You promiſe me then 

Aml. March. r 

Dick. But ſwear to me 

Aml. Be gone, ſirrah. 

Dick, Well, III rely upon you But one kiſs before 
I go. l 2 ber heartily, and runs of, 
Anl. Now the Lord love thee! for thou art a com- 
fortable young man. [Exit Mrs, Amlet. 


SCENE, Gripe's Houſe. 
Enter Corinna and Flippanta. 


Cor. But hark you, Flitpanta, if you don't think he 
loves me dearly, don't give him my letter, after all. | 
Flip. Let me alone. r 


| Cor, When he has read it, let him give it you again. 
Flip. Don't trouble yourſelf,  _ PR 
Cor. And not a word of the pudding to my mother- 
i St e 3 
Flip. Enough. 
Cor. When we come to love one another to the pur- 
poſe, ſhe ſhall know all. 7k 
Fl. Ay, then *twill be time. | 
Cor. But remember *tis you make me do all this now, 
ſo if any miſchief comes on't, tis you muſt anſwer for't, 
Flip. Til be your ſecurity. 5 | 
Cor. I'm young, and know nothing of the matter; 
but you have experience, ſo it's your buſineſs to conduct 
me ſafe. 65 F 
Flip. Poor innocence ! 


Cor. 
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Cor. But tell me in ſerious ſadneſs, Flippanta, does he 
love me with the very ſoul of him ? rs 

Flip. I have told you ſo an hundred times, and yet 
you are not ſatisfied, | | 

Cor. But, methinks, Pd fain have. him tell me ſo 
bimſelf. 

Flip. Have patience, and it ſhall be done. 

Cor. Why, patience is a virtue; that we muſt all con- 
feſs——But I fancy, the ſooner it's done the better, 
Flippanta, | 


Enter  Jeſſamin. 

FA Madam, yonder's your Geography-Maſter wait- 
ing for you [ Exit. 

Cor. Ah! how I am tir'd with theſe old fumbling 
fellows, Flippanta. | _ 

Flip. Well, don't let 'em break your heart, you ſhall 
be rid of them all ere long, 

Cor. Nay, 'tis not the ſtudy I'm ſo weary of, Fl: 


' fanta, *tis the odious thing that teaches me. Were the 


Colonel my maſter, I fancy I could take pleaſure in 
learning every thing he could ſhew me. ad 

Flip. And he can ſheyy you a great deal, Ican tell you 
that, But get you gone in, here's ſomebody coming, we 
muſt not be ſeen together. 


Cer. I will, I will, I win 0 the dear Colonel. 
. [ Running e. 
Enter Mrs. Amlet. 
Flip. O ho, it's Mrs. Amlet —— What brings you fo 
ſoon to us again, Mrs. Amlet ? | pm” 
Aml. Ah! my dear Mrs. Flippanta, I'm in a furious 
fright. | bs 
Flip. Why, what's come to you? 


Aml. Ah! Mercy on us all-—Madam's diamond 
necklace—— | 


Flip. What of that? 

Aml. Are you ſure you left it at my houſe ? : 

Flip. Sure | left it! a very pretty queſtion truly ! 

Aul. Nay, don't be angry; ſay nothing to * 
0 
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of it, I beſeech you: It will be found again, if it be 
heaven's good will, At leaſt *tis I muſt bear the loſs. 
on't. Tis my rogue of a ſon has laid his birdlime 
fingers on't. b 

lip. Your ſon, Mrs. Amlet! Do you breed your 
children up to ſuch tricks as theſe then ? . 

Aml. What ſhall I ſay to you, Mrs. Flippanta? Can 
I help it? He has been a rogue from his cradle, Dick 
has. But he has his deſerts too. And now it comes 
in my head, mayhap he may have no ill deſign in this- 
neither, | 

Flip. No ill deſign, woman! He's a pretty fellow if 
he can ſteal a diamond necklace with a good. one. 

Lml. You don't know him, Mrs. Flippanta, ſo well. 
as I that bore him. Dick's a rogue, tis true, but - 
Mum—— | 

Flip. What does the woman mean ? 

Anl. Hark you, Mrs. Flippanta, is not here a young 
gentlewoman 1n your houſe that wants a huſband ? 

Flip. Why do you aſk ? 10 | 
. Aml. By way of converſation only, it does not con- 

cern me; but when ſhe marries I may chance to dance at 
the wedding. Remember I tell you ſo; I whe am but 
Mrs. Amiet, * K 

Flip. Vou dance at her wedding! you! ii een 

Aml. Yes, I, I; but don't trouble madam about her 
$ecklace, perhaps it mayn't go out of the family. Adieu, 
Mrs. Flippanta. [Exit Mrs, Amlet. 

Flip. What—what—what does the woman mean ? 
Mad! What a capilotade of a flory's here? 'The 
necklace loſt ; and her ſon Dick; and a fortune to marry ; 
and ſhe ſhall dance at the wedding; and——She does 
not intend, I hope, to propoſe a match between her fon 


Dick and Corinna! By my conſcience J believe ſhe does. 
An old beldam ! 


Enter Breaks. - 


Braſs. Well, huſſy, how ſtand our affairs? Has miſs 
writ us an anſwer yet? My maſter's very unpatient 
yonder, | | 

Flip 
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Flip. And why the duce does he not come himſelf ? 

What does he ſend ſuch idle fellows as thee of his er- 
rands ? Here I had her alone juſt now: He won't have 
ſuch an opportunity again this month, I can tell him 
that. 
+ Braſs. So much the worſe for him; 'tis his buſineſs 
hut now, my dear, let thee and I talk a little 
of our own : I grow moſt damnably in love with thee ; 
doſt hear that ? 

Flip. Phu! thou art always timeing things wrong; 
my head 1s full, at preſent, of more important things 
than love. | 

Braſs. Then it's full of important things indeed: Doſt 
want a privy-counſellor ? | | 

Flip. ] want an aſſiſtant. 

Braſs. To do what? 

Flip. Miſchief. 5 

Braſs, I'm thy man — touch. 

Flip. But before I venture to let thee into my project, 
pr'ythee tell me, whether thou find'ſt a natural diſpoſition 
to ruin a huſband to oblige his wife? 8 

Braſs. Is ſhe handſome ? 

Flip. Yes. 

Braſs, Why then my diſpoſition's at her ſervice. 

Flip. She's beholden to thee. 

Braſs. Not ſhe alone neither, therefore don't let her 
grow vain upon't; for I have three or four affairs of 
that kind going at this time. 

Flip. Well, go carry this epiſtle from miſs to thy 
maſter; and when thou com'ſt back, 11 tell thee thy 
buſineſs. 

Braſs. I'll know it before I go, if you pleaſe, 

Flip. Thy maſter waits for an anſwer. 

Braſs. I'd rather he ſhould wait than I. 

Flip. Why then, in ſhort, Araminta's huſband is in 
love with my lady. 3 

Braſs. Very well, child, we have a Row/and for her 
Oliver : Thy lady's huſband is in love with Araminta. 

Flip. Who told you that, firrah ? | 

Brat. Tis a negociation I am charged wih, _ 
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Dick not I tell thee I did buſineſs for half the town? 1 
have managed Maſter Gripe's little affairs for him theſe 
ten years, you ſlut you. 

Flip. Hark thee, Braſi, the game's in our mes if 
we can but play the cards, 

Braſs. Pique and repique, you jade you, if the wives 
will fall into a good intelligence, 

Flip. Let them alone; Il anſwer for them they don't 
Nip the occaſion. ee here they come, They little 
think what a piece of good news we have for 'em. 


Enter Claiiſſa and Araminta. 


Clar. Fefſamin ! here, boy, carry up theſe things into 
my dreſling-room, and break as many of them by the 
way as you can, be ſure. —O ! art thou there, Bras! 
What news ? 

Braſs. Madam, I only call'd in as I was n 
hut ſome little propoſitions Mrs. r 
ſtarting have kept me here to offer your lady ſhip my 
humble ſervice. 

Clar. What propoſitions? 

Bre/:. She'll acquaint you, madam, 

Aram, ls there any thing new, Flippanta ? 

Flip. Yes, and pretty too. 

Clar, That follows of courſe, but let's have it quick, 

Flip. Why, Madam, you have made a conqueſt, 

Clay. Hufly ——But of who ? quick. 

Flip. Of Mr. Money-trap, that's all. 

Aram. My huſband ? 

Flip. Yes, your huſband, Madam: You thooght fit 
to corrupt ours, ſo now we are even with you. 

Aram. Sure thou art in jeſt, Flippanta. 

Flip. Serious as my devotions. 

Braſs. And the croſs intrigue, Jadtes, is what our 


brains habe been at work about. 


Aram. My dear! [To Clariſſa. 

Clar. My life ! 7 

Aram. My angel! | 

Clar. My ſoul! . [ Hugging one another, 

Aram. The ſtars have done this. A 
ar. 
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Clar. The pretty little twinklers. 1 

Flip. And what will you do for them now? _ 

C'ar, What grateful creatures ought ; ſhew '*em we 
don't deſpiſe their favours. MESS i | 

Aram. But is not this a wager between theſe two 
blockheads ? 3 3 | 

Clar. I would not give a ſhi ling to go the winner's 
halves, + | 

Aam. Then *tis the moſt fortunate thing that ever 


cou'd have happen'd. 


Clar. All your laſt night's 1deas, Araminta, were 
trifles to 1t. | 
Aram, Braſs, my dear, will be uſeful to us. 
Braſs. At your "Ip Madam. 
Clar. Flippanta will be neceſſary, my life ! 
Flip. She waits your commands, Madam. | 
Aram, For my part then, I recommend my huſband 
to thee, F 1 and make it my earneſt requeſt thou 
won't leave him one half- crown. — 
Flip. I'll do all I can to obey, you, Madam. 
Brat. [To Clariſſa.] If your ladyſhip wou'd give me 
the ſame kind orders for yours. | 
Car. O———it thou ſpar'it him, Braſi, I'm thy 
enemy till I die, | 
Braſs. Tis enough, Madam, I'll be ſure to give you 
a reaſonable account of him. But how do you imend 
we ſhall proceed, ladies? Muſt we ſtorm the purſe at 
once, or break ground in form, and carry it by little 
and little ? | 
: Car. Storm, dear Bra/5, ſtorm : ever whilſt you live, 
orm. 
Aram. O by all means; muſt it not be fo, F 2 ? 
Flip. In four and twenty hours, two hundred pounds 
a- piece, that's my ſentence, Ln RES 
Brafs. Very well. But, ladies, you'll give me leave 
to put you in mind of ſome little expence in favours, 
*twall be neceſſary you are at, to theſe honeſt gentlemen, 
Aram. Favours, Braf*s ! 1 1 1 
Braſi. Um——a——ſome ſmall matters, Madam, I 
doubt muſt be. 
4 Clar, 
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Clar. Now that's a vile article, Araminta ; for that 
thing your huſband is ſo like mine——— 

Flip, Phu, there's a ſcruple, indeed. Pray, Madam, 
don't be ſo ſqueamiſh ; tho* the meat be a little flat, 
we'll find you ſavoury ſauce to it, 

Clar. This wench is ſo mad. | 

Flip. Why, what in the name of Lucifer, is it you 
have to do, that's ſo terrible? 

Braſs. A civil look only. 

Aram. There's no great harm in that. 

Flip. An obliging word. 

Clar. That one may afford 'em. 

Braſs. A little ſmile, a propos. 

Aram. That's but giving one's ſelf an air. 

Flip. Receive a little letter, perhaps. 

Clar. Women of quality do that from fifty odious 
fellows. 

Braſs. Suffer, may be, a ſqueeze by the hand. 

Aram. One's ſo us'd to that, one does not feel it. 

Flip. Or if a kiſs wou'd do't ? 

Cler, I'd die firſt, F 

Braſs. Indeed, ladies, I doubt *twill be neceſſary to— 

Clear, Get their wretched money without paying fo 
dear for it. f 

Flip. Well, juſt as you pleaſe for that, my ladies: 
But I ſuppoſe you'll play upon the ſquare with your 
favours, and not pique yourſelves upon being one more 

rateful than another. | | | 

Braſs. And ſtate a fair account of receipts and dif. 
burſements. E. 1 
Aram. That I think ſhould be, indeecd. 

Clar. With all my heart, and Bra/s ſhall be our 
| book-keeper. So get thee to work, man, as faſt as thou 
canſt : but not a word of all this to Thy maſter. - | 
Bra. Vl obſerve my orders, Madam. [ Exit Brafs. 

Clar. I'll have the pleaſure of telling him my- 
ſelf; he'll be violently delighted with it: tis the belt 
man in the world, Araminta; he'll bring us rare company 
to-morrow, all ſorts of gameſters ; and thou ſhalt ſee my 


huſband will be ſuch a beaſt to be out of humour at 1 | 
ran. 
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4rom, The monſter — But huſh, here's my dear 
approaching; pr'ythee let's leave him to Flippanta, 
Flip. Ah, pray do, I'll bring you a good account of 
him, P11 warrant you. 
C/ar, Diſpatch then, for the baſſet-table's in habe. 
[ Exit Clar. and Aram, 


Flippanta /. 


So, now have at him ; here he comes: We'll try if we 
can pillage the uſurer, as he does other folks. 


Enter Money-trap, 


Men. Well, my pretty Flippaxta, is thy miſtreſs come 
nome ? 

Flip. Yes, Sir, 

Mon, And where is ſhe, pr'ythee ? 

Flip. Gone abroad, Sir, 

Man. How doſt mean t | 

Flip. I mean right, Sir; my lady'1l come home and 
go abroad ten times in an hour, when ſhe's either in very 
good humour, or very bad. | 

Mon. Good lack | But I'll warrant, in general, *tis 
her naughty huſband that makes her houſe uneaſy to her. 
But haſt thou ſaid a little ſomething to her, chicken, for 
an expiring lover ? ha! 

Flip. Said——yes, I have ſaid, much good may it do 
me. | 

Mon, Well! and how ? | ; 

Flip. And how!———And how do you think you 
would have me do't? And you have ſuch a way with you 
one can refuſe you nothing. But I have brought myſeſ 
:nto a fine buſineſs by it, 

Mon. Good lack :——But, I hope, Flippania— 

Flip. Yes, your hopes will do much, when I am turn'd. 
out of doors, | 

Mon, Was ſhe then terrible angry ? 

Flip. Oh! had you ſeen how ſhe flew, when ſhe ſaw 
where I was pointing; for you muſt know I went round 
the buſh and round the buſh, before I came to the 


matter, 
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Mon. Nay, tis a tickliſh point, that muſt be own'd, 
Flip. On my word is it— I mean where a lady's 
truly virtuous ; for that's our caſe you muſt know, 

Mon. A very dangerous caſe indeed. 

Flip. But I can tell you one thing — ſhe has an incli- 
nation to you. 

Mon. Is it poſſible ! 

Flip. Yes, and I told her ſo at laſt. 

Mon. Well, and what did ſhe anſwer thee ? 

Flip. Slap and bid me bring it you for a token. 

[ Giving him a flap on the face, 

Mon. And you have loſt none on't by the way, with 
a pox t'ye. | [ A/ede, 

Flip. Now this, I think, looks the beſt in the world. 

Mon. Yea, but really it feels a little odly. 

. Flip. Why, you muſt know, ladies have different 

ways of expreſſing their kindneſs, according to the hu- 
mour they are in: if ſhe had been in a good one, it had 
been a kiſs; but as long as ſhe ſent you ſomething, your 
affairs go well. 
. Mon. Why, truly, I am a little ignorant in the my- 
ſerious parts of love, ſo I muſt be guided by thee. But 
pr'ythee take her in a good humour next token ſhe 
ſends me. 

Flip. Ah——good humour? 

Mon. What's the matter? 
Flip. Poor lady! 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. If I durſt tel you a Il — 
Mon. What then? 


i oY. You would not expect to ſee her in one a good 
Mon. Why, I pray? | 
Flip. I muit own I did take an unſeaſonable time to talk 

of love-matters to her. | to % 

Mon. Why, what's the matter? 

Flib. Nothing. | 

Mon. Nay, pr'ythee tell me. 

Flip. I dare not. | 

Men. You muſt indeed. 
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Flip. Why, when women are in difficulties, how can 
they think of pleaſure ? | 

Mon. Why, what difficulties can ſhe be in ? 

Flip. Nay, I do but gueſs after all ; for ſhe has that 
grandeur of ſoul, ſhe'd die before ſhe'd tell. 

Mon. But what doſt thou ſuſpect? 

Flip. Why, what ſhould one ſuſpect, where a huſband 
loves nothing but getting of money, and a wife nothing 
but ſpending on't ? 

Mon. So the wants that ſame, then? 

Flip. 1 ſay no ſuch thing, I know nothing of the mat. 
ter; pray make no _— interpretation of what I ſay, 
my Lady wants nothing that I know of. *Tis true 
ſhe has had ill luck at cards of late, I believe ſhe has not 
won once this month: but what of that? 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. Tis true, I know her ſpirit's that ſhe'd fee her 
huſband hanged before ſhe'd ask him for a farthing. - 

Mon, Ha! | | 

Flip. And then I know him again, he'd ſee her drown'd 
before he'd give her a farthing ; but that's a help to 
your affair, you know. 

Mon. *Tis ſo, indeed. 

Flip. Ah——well, Pl ſay nothing; but if ſhe had 
none of theſe things to fret her—— + | 

Mon, Why really, Flifpanta— 

Flip. 1 know what you are going to ſay now; you 
are going to offer your ſervice, but twon't do; you 
have a mind to play the gallant now, but it muft not 
be; you want to be ee liberality, but *rwon't 
be allowed; you'll be preſſing me to offer it, and ſhe'll 
be in a rage. We ſhall have the Devil to do. 

; Mon. You miſtake me, Flippanta; I was only going to 
a | t 42 ral 
"Flt. Ay, I know what you were going to ſay well 
enough; but I tell you it will never do ſo, If one cou'd 
find out ſome way now——ay——let me ſee f 

Mon, Indeed I hope — | | kl 

Hip, Pray be quiet——no——but I'm thinking 


hum——ſhe'l ſmoke that tho. let us confider <=— 


"6-0 


62 The CONFEDERACY, 


If one cou'd find a way to——*Tis the niceſt point in 
the world to bring about, ſhe'll never touch it, if ſhe 
knows from whence it comes, 

Mer. Shall 1 try if I can reaſon her huſband out of 
twenty pounds, to make her eaſy the reſt of her life ? 

Flip. Twenty pounds, man ?——why you ſhall ſee her 
ſet that upon a card. O ſhe has a great ſoul. 
Beſides, if her huſband ſhould oblige her, it might, in 
time, take off her averſion to him, and by conſequence, 
her inclination to you. No, no, it muſt never come that 
way. 

Men, What ſhall we do then ? 
ie. Hold ſtill— I have it, T'll tell you what you 
ſhall do. 

Mon. Ay. 

Flip, You ſhall wake her a reſtitution of two hundred 
pounds. 

Mon, Ha ! Reſtitution ! 

ru. Yes, yes, 'tis the luckieſt thought in the world; 
Madam often plays, you know, and folks who do ſo, 
meet now and then with ſharpers. Now you ſhall be a 
ſharper. 

Men. A ſharper ! 6 

Flip. Ay, ay, a ſharper; and having cheated her of 
two hundred pounds, ſhall be troubled in mind, and 
ſend it her back again. You comprehend me ? 

Mon. Yes, I comprehend, but a - won't ſhe ſuſpect 
if it be ſo much? 

Flip. No, no, the more the better. 

Mon. Two hundred pounds! 

Fl. Yes, two hundred pounds =— Or let me ſee— 
ſo even a ſum may look a little ſuſpicious—— y 
let it be two hundred and thirty; that odd thirty 
will make it look ſo natural, the devil won't find it out. 

Mon. Ha! 
Flup. Pounds, too, look I don't know how; guineas 
I fancy were better —— ay, guineas, it ſhall be guineas, 
You are of that mind, are you not ? 

Mon. Um— a guinea, you know, Flippanta, is— 

Flip. A thouſand times genteeler, you are certainly 
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in the right on't ; it ſhall be as you ſay, two hundred 
and thirty guineas. £34 | | 

Mon. Ho——well, if it muſt be guineas, let's foe, 
two hundred guineas. | 

Flip. And thirty; two hundred and thirty: If you, 
miſtake the fum, you ſpoil all. So go put them in a 
purſe, while it's freſh in your head, and ſend em to me 
with a penitential letter, deſiring I'll do you the favour 
to reſtore them to her. 

Mon. Two hundred and thirty pounds in a bag 

Flip. Guineas, I ſay, 1 

Mon. Ay, guineas, that's true. But Fliptanta, if ſhe 
don't know they come from me, then I give my money 
for nothing, you know. | | 

Flip. Phu, leave that to me, I'll manage the ſtock for 
you; 1'Il make it produce ſomething 111 warrant you. 
Mon. Well, Flippanta, tis a great ſum indeed; but 
Pl go try what 1 can do for her. You fay, two hun- 
dred guineas in a purſe ? | 

Flip, And thirty; if the man's in his ſenſes. 

Mon, And thirty, *tis true, I always forget that thirty. 

| [ Exit Money-trap. 

Flip. So, get thee gone, thou art a rare fellow, 

i'faith. Braſs /——it's thee, 18't not? 


Enter Braſs. 


Braſs, It is, Huſwife. How go matters ? I ſtaid till 
thy gentleman was gone. Haſt done any thing towards 
our common purſe? fake 

Flip. I think I have; he's going to make us a reſti- 
tution of two or three hundred pounds, | 

Braſs, A reſtitution !— — good. | 

Flir. A new way, ſirrah, to make a lady take a pre- 
fent without putting her to the bluſh. 

Brafs. *Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Pr'ythee 
where's thy maſter? let me try if | can perſwade him to 
be troabled in mind too. 

Flip. Not ſo haſty ; he's gone into his cloſet to pre- 
pare himſelf for a quarrel, 1 have advis'd him to 


with his wife, 
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-, Braſs. What to do? "TM. | 

Flis, Why to make her ſtay at home, now ſhe has re- 
ſolved to do it beforehand. You muſt know, ſirrah, we 
intend to make a merit of our baſſet table, and get a 

pretence for the merry companions we intend to fill 

his houſe with, | | 
., Breſs.. Very nicely ſpun, truly, thy huſband will be a 
happy man. 

Fiip. Hold your tongue, you fool you. See here comes 
your maſter. - 
Braſs. He's welcome, 


1 2 Enter Dick. | 

Dick. My dear Tlippanta! how many thanks have I te 
pay thee ? 
Flip. Do you like her ſtyle? 

., Dick. The kindeſt little rogue! there's nothing but 
ſhe gives me leave to hope, I am the happieſt man the 
world has in its care, 
Flip. Not ſo happy as you think for neither, perhaps ; 
you have a rival, Sir, I can tell you that. | 
Dick. A rival! 
Flip. Ves, and a dangerous one too. 
Dick, Who in the name of terror ? 
Flip. A deviliſh fellow, one Mr. Amlet. 
Dick. Amlet ! I know no ſuch man. 
Flip. You know the man's mother tho? ; you met her 
here, and are in her favour, I can tell you. If he worſt 
you, in your miſtreſs, you ſhall e'en marry her and diſ- 
inherit him. 2 

' Dick, If I have no other rival but Mr. Aulet, I be- 
lieve 1 ſhan't be diſturb'd in my amour. But can't I 
ke Corinna? 

Flip. 1 don't know, ſhe has always ſome of her maſters 
with her: but I'll go and ſee if ſhe can ſpare you a mo- 
ment, and bring you word, [Exit Flippanta. 

Dick. I wiſh my old hobbling mother han't been 
blabbing ſomething here ſhe ſhould not do, 

Braſs. Fear nothing, all's ſafe on that fide yet, But, 
how ſpeaks young miſtreſs's epiſtle ? ſoft and tender? 


Dic K. 


t a 
ill 


The CONFEDERACY. 55 


Dick, As pen can write. 

Braſs. So you think all goes well there? 

Dick. As my heart can wiſh. 

Braſs You are ſure on't ? 

Dick, Sure on't! 

Bra/:, Why then, ceremony aſide, [ Putting on his hat.] 
You and l muſt have a little talk, Mr. Amlet. 

Dick. Ah, Bra/s, what art thou going to do? Wou't 
ruin me? | 

Braſs. Look you, Dick, few words; you are in a 
ſmooth way of making your fortune, I hope all will 
roll on, But how do you intend matters ſhall paſs 'twixt 
you and me in this buſineſs ? | 

Dick. Death and Furies! What a time doſt take to 
talk on*t ? e 

Braſs. Good words, or I betray you; they have al 
ready heard of one Mr, Amlzt in the houſe, 

Dick. Here's a ſon of a whore! [ A/ade. 

Braſs. In ſhort, look ſmooth, and be a good prince : 
I am your valet, 'tis true: your footman ſometimes, 
which I'm enrag'd at; but you have always had the 
aſcendant, 1 confeſs: when we were {chool-fellows, you 
made me carry your books, make your exerciſe, own 
your rogueries, and ſometimes take a whipping for 
you, When we were fellow-prentices, tho? I was. your 
ſenior, you made me open the'ſhop, clean my maſter's 
ſhoes, cut laſt at dinner, and eat all the cruſt. In 
our fins too, | muſt own you ſtill kept me under; you 
ſoar'd up to adultery with' our miſtreſs, while 1 was at 
humble fornication with the maid, Nay, in our pu- 
niſhments you fill made good your poſt ; for when 
once upon a time I was ſentenced but to be whipp'd, 
I cannot deny but, you were, condemn'd to be hang'd. 
So that in all times, I muſt confeſs, your inclinations 
have been greater and nobler than mine; however, 
I cannot conſent that you ſhou'd at once fix fortune 
for life, and I dwell in my humilities for the reſt of 
my days, 

Dick, Hark thee, Braſs, if J do not moſt nobly by 
thee, I'm a dog. | | 

C4 Braſs. 


(- 
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Braſt. And when ? 

Dick. As ſoon as ever I am married, 

Brajs. Ah, the pox take thee. 

Dick. Then you miſtruſt me? 

Braß. 1 do by my faith. Look you, Sir, ſome 
folks we miſtruſt, becauſe we don't know them ; others 
we miſtruſt, becav'> we do know them: and for one 
ef theſe reaſons I deſire there may be a bargain be- 
torehand ; If not | raifng his voice] look ye Dick 
Amtlet — — 

Dick. Soft, my dear friend and companion. The 
dog will ruin me. [A/de.] Say, what is't will content 
thee ? 

Braſs. O ho! 

Dick. But how canſt thou be ſuch a barbarian ? 

Braſt. 1 learnt it at Algiers. 

Dick. Come, make thy Turk; demand then, 

Braſs. You know you gave me a bank-bill this morn- 
ing to receive for you. 

Dick. I did fo, of fifty pounds, *tis thine. | So, now 
thou are ſatisfy d, all's fix'd. 

Braſt. It is not indeed. There's a diamond neck- 


; lace you robb'd your mother of ev'n now. FF 


Dick. Ah, you Jew, 

Brat. No heh 

Dick. My dear Bras! 

Brajs I inſiſt. 

Dick, My old friend. 

Braſs. Dick Amlet | Raiſing his voice] ] inſiſt. 

Dick, Ah the Cormorant— Well, *tis thine : but 
thou'lt never thrive with it. | 

Braſs. When I find it begins to do me miſchief, I'll 
give it you again, But I muſt have a wedding-ſut, 

Dick, Well. | 

Braſs. Sc me good lace, 

Dick. Thou ſhalt, 

Braſs. A ſtock of linen. 

Dick, Enough. 

Braſs, Not yet —- a ſilver ſword. 

Dick, Well, thou ſhalt have that too, Now thou haſt 
every thing, | Braſs. 
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Braſs. God forgive me, I forgot a ring of remem- 
brance; I wou'd not forget all theſe favours for the 
world: a ſparkling diamond will be always playing in 
my eye, and put me in mind of them. 

Dick, This unconſcionable rogue? [Ad.] Well, 
P11 beſpeak one for thee, 

Braſs. Brilliant, 


Dick. It hall. But if the thing don't ſucceed after 


all ? 
Brat. Pm a man of honour, and reſtore : and fo 


the treaty being finiſh'd, I ſtrike my flag of defiance, 
and fall into my reſpects again. [Taking off his hat. 


Enter Flippanta. 


Flip. I have made you wait a little, but I cou'd not 
help it, her mafter is but juſt gone. He has been ſhewing 
her Prince Eugene's march into Tray. 

Dick, Pr'ythee let me come to her, I'M ſhew her a 
part of the world he has never ſhewn her yet. | 

Fl:;p. So I told her, you muſt know ; and ſhe faid, 
ſhe cou'd like to travel in good company : ſo if you'll 
{lip up thoſe back-ſtairs, you ſhall try if you can agree 
upon the journey. 

Dick, My dear Flippanta ! 

Flip. None of your dear acknowledgments, I beſeech 
you, but up ſtairs as hard as you can drive. 42 

Dick. Pm gone. [Exit Dick. 

Flip. And do you follow him Jacł-a-dandy, and fee he 
is not ſurpriz'd. 

Braſs. J thought that was your poſt, Mrs. U/ful : 


But if you'll come and keep me in humour, I don't care 


if I ſhare the duty with you. 
Flip. No words, firrah, but follow him, I have ſome» 


what elſe to do. 
Braſs. The jade's fo abſolute there's no conteſting 


with her. One kiſs tho' to keep the centinel warm. 
[ Giver her a long A! ——S0. [Exit Braſs, 


Cx Flippanta 
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Flippanta la. 


2 i naſty rogue [Wiping her mouth] But, let 
me ſee what have I to do now ? This re/titution will be 
here quickly, I ſuppoſe ; in the mean time I'll go know 
if my lady's ready for the quarrel yet. Maſter yonder is 
ſo full on't, he's ready to burſt; but we'll give him 
vent by and by with a witneſs. Exit Flip, 


* w_ 
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S S E N E, Gripe's Houſe. 
Enter Corinna, Dick, and Braſs. 


Bra TNoOn't fear, I'll give you timely notice. 
We | [ Goes to the door, 

| Dick, Come, you muſt conſent, you ſhall conſent, 
How can you leave me thus upon the rack ? a man who 
loves you to that exceſs that I do. | 

Cor. Nay, that you love me, Sir, that I'm ſatisfy'd 
in, for you have ſworn you do: And I'm ſo pleas'd with 
it, I'd fain have you do fo as long as you live, ſo we 
muſt never marry. 

Dick. Not marry, my dear! why what's our love 
good for if we don't marry ! 
Cor. Ah — Pm dfraid 'twill be good for lictle if 
we do. 
Dick. Why do you think ſo? 
Cor. Becauſe I hear my father and mother, and my 

uncle and aunt, and Araminta and her huſband, and 
2 4 other married folks, ſay ſo from morning to 
night. 

Dick Oh, that's becauſe they are bad huſbands and 
bad wives ; but in our caſe there will be a good huſband 
and a good wife, and ſo we ſhall love for ever, 
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Cor. Why there may be ſomething in that truly ; and 
I'm always willing to hear reaſon, as a reaſonable 
young woman ought to do. But are you ſure, Sir, tho! 
we are very good now, we ſhall be ſo when we come to 
be better acquainted ? 

Dick, I can anſwer for myfelf, at leaſt. 

Cor. I wiſh you cou'd anſwer for me too. You ſee I 
am a plain-dealer, Sir, I hope you don't like me the 
worſe for it. | 

Dick. O, by no means, *tis a ſign of admirable mo- 
rals ; and I hope, ſince you practiſe it yourſelf, you'll 
approve of it in your lover. In one word, therefore, 
(tor 'tis in vain to mince the matter) my refolution's 
fix'd, and the world can't ſtagger me, I marry 
or I die, _ | 

Cor. Indeed, Sir, I have much ado to believe you; 
the diſeaſe of love is ſeldom ſo violent. 

Diet. Madam, I have two diſeaſes to end my mi- 
ſeries; If the firſt don't do't, the latter ſhall ; [ Draw- 
ing bis fvord] one's in my heart, Yother's in my 
ſcabbard. 

Cor. Not for a diadem, ¶ Catching hold of him] Ah, 
put it up, put it up. 1 . 

Dick, How abſolute is your command! [ Dropping his 

/word.] A word, you ſee, diſarms me. | 
Cor. What a power I have over him! [Aſide.] The 
wondrous deeds of love! —-— Pray, Sir, let me have no 
more of theſe raſh' doings tho“; perhaps I mayn't be 
always in the ſaving humour — 'm ſure if I had let him 
ſtick himſelf, I ſhould have been envy'd by all the great 
ladies in the town. [ Made. 

Dick. Well, madam, have I then your promiſe ? you'll 
make me the happieſt of mankind. Rs 

Cor. I don't know what to ſay to you; but I believe I 
had as good promiſe, for 1 find I ſhall certainly do't. 

Dick. Then let us ſeal the contract thus, | XK;fes her. 

Cor. Um——he has almoſt taken away my breath: 
He kiſſes purely. | [A. 

Dick, Hark ſome- body comes. [Braſs peeping in. 

braſs, Gar there, the enemy — — no, hold y'are late, 
tis Flippanta. Enter 
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Enter Flippanta. 


Flip. Come, have you agreed the matter? If not, you 
muſt end it another time, for your father's in motion, 
ſo pray kiſs and part. | | 

Cor, That's . and ſour, [They 4i/5.] Adieu t'ye, 
Sir, [ Exit Dick and Cor, 

Enter Clariſſa. 

C/ar. Have you told him I'm at home, Flippanta ? 

Flip. Yes, Madam. 

Clar. And that I'll ſee him? 

Flip. Yes, that too: But here's news for you; I have 
juſt now receiv'd. the reſtitution, 

Clar. That's killing pleaſure ; and how much has 
he reſtor'd me? 

Flip. Two hundred and thirty. 

Clar, Wretched rogue! but retreat, your Maſter's 
coming to quarrel. 

Flip. I'Il be within call, if things run high. [ Zx. Flip, 


Enter Gripe. 


Cripe. O ho !———are you there, Yfaith? Madam, 
your humble ſervant, I'm very glad to fee you at home. 
I thought I ſhould never have had that honour again. 

Clar. Good-morrow, my dear, how d'ye do? Flip. 
panta ſays you are out (f humour, and that you have 
2 mind to quarrel with me: Is it true? ha !———1 have 


| terrible pain in my head, I give you notice on't be- 


forehand. 


Gripe. And how the pox ſhou'd it be otherwiſe? It's 
a wonder you are not deadj[as a' wou'd you were, Afde.) 
with the life you lead. Are you not aſhamed? An 
do you not bluſh to—— 

Clar. My dear child, you erack my brain ; ſoften the 
harſhneſs of your voice: ſay what thou wou't, but 
let it be in an agreeable tone — — | | 

G#ipe. Tone, Madam, don't tell me of a tone——- 

Clar. O——if you will quarrel, do it with tempe- 
Tance ; let it be all in cool blood, even and ſmooth, as 


— 
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if you were not moved with what you faid ; and then PU 
hear you as if I were not mov'd with it neither. 
Grize. Had ever man ſuch need of patience? Madam, 


Car. Another key, or I'II walk off. 

Grize, Don't provoke me. | 

Clar. Shall you be long, my dear, in your remon- 
ſtrances ? 

Grije, Yes, Madam, and very long. > 

Clar. If you would quarrel ex abrege, I ſhou'd have a 
world of obligation to you. 

Gripe. What I have to ſay, forſooth, is not to be ex- 
preſſed en abrege, my complaints are too numerous, 

Clar. Complaints! of what my dear? have I ever 
given you ſubject of complaint, my life? 

Gripe. O Pox! my dear and my life! I deſire none of 
your tendres. 

Clar. How ! find fault with my kindneſs, and my 
expreſſions of affection and reſpect! the world will gueſs 
by this what the reſt of your complaints may be, I wuſt 
tell you, I am ſcandaliz'd at your procedure, 

Gripe, I muſt tell you I am running mad with your's. 

Clar. Ah! how inſupportable are the humours of ſame 
huſbands, ſo full of fancies, and ſo ungovernable: 
What have you in the world to diſturb you ? 

Gripe. What have I to diſturb me] I have you, Death 
and the Devil. | 

Clar. Ah, merciful heaven! how he ſwears! You 
ſhould never accuſtom yourſelf to ſuch words as theſe ; 
indeed, my dear, you ſhou'd not ; your mouth's always 
full of them, | 

Gripe. Blood and thunder! Madam 

Clar. Ah, he'll fetch the houſe down: Do you know 
you make me tremble for you? Flippanta! who's there? 
Flippanta / | 

Gripe. Here's a provoking devil for you! 


* 


Enter Flippanta. 


Flip. What in the name of Jove's the matter? you 
raiſe the neighbourhood, PE 
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Clar. Why here's your maſter in a moſt violent fufs; 
and no mortal ſoul can tell for what. | 
Gripe. Not tell for what! 
Clar. No, my life. I have begged him to tell me his 
__ Flippanta; and then he ſwears, good Lord! how 
e does ſwear. 
Gripe. Ah, you wicked jade! Ah, you wicked jade 
Clar. Do you hear him Flippanta ! do you hear him! 
Flip. Pray, Sir, let's know a little what puts you in all 
r 
Clar. Pr'ythee ſtand near me, Flippanta, there's an odd 
froth about his mouth, looks as if his poor head were 
going . I'm afraid he'll bite. | 
Gripe. The wicked woman, Flippanta, the wicked 
woman. 

Clar. Can any body wonder I ſhun my own houſe, 
when he treats me at this rate in it ? | 
Gripe. At this rate! why in the devil's name 

Clar. Do you hear him again ? 
Flip. Come, a little moderation, Sir, and try what that 
will produce, | | 
Gripe. Hang her, tis all a pretence to juſtify her going 
abroad, | | 

Clar. A pretence! a pretence! Do you hear how black 
a Charge he loads me with? Charges me with a pretence ? 
Is this the return for all my downright open actions? You 
know, my dear, I ſcorn pretences: Whenever I go 
abroad, it 1s without pretence. 

Gripe. Give me patience, 

Flip. You ave a great deal, Sir. 
Clar. And yet he's never content, Flippanta. 

Gripe. What ſhall I do? | 

Clar. What a reaſonable man wou'd do; own your 

ſelf in the wrong, and be quiet. Here's Flippanta has 
underſtanding, and I have moderation ; I'm willing to 
make her judge of our differences. 

Fliz. You do me a great deal of honour, Madam: 
_ | tell you beforehand, I ſhall be a little on Maſter's 

e. | 
| ö Cr ite, 
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Gripe. Right, Flippanta has ſenſe. Come, let her de- 
cide, Have I not reaſon to be in a paſſion ? tell me that. 

Clar. You muſt tell her for what, my life. 

Gripe. Why, for the trade you drive, my ſoul. 

Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things right. I know 
Madam does fret you a little now and then, that's true ; 
but in the fund, ſhe is the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, gentleſt 
lady breathing : let her but live entirely to her own 
ay ſhe'll never ſay a word to you from morning 
to night. 

Gripe. Oons, let her but ſtay at home, and ſhe ſhall 
do what ſhe will: in reaſon, that is. 

Flip. D'ye hear that, Madam? nay, now I muſt be on 
maſter's fide ; you ſee how he loves you, he deſires onl 
your company, pray give him that ſatisfaction, or I m 
pronounce againſt you. | 

Clar. Well, I agree, Thou know'ſt I don't love to 

rieve him: let him be always in good humour, and Þ Il 
N always at home, 

Flip. Look you there, Sir, what would you have 
more ? 5 

Gripe. Well, let her keep her word, and I'II have done 
quarrelling. 

Clar. J muſt not, however, ſo far loſe the merit of 
my conſent, as to let you think I'm weary of going 
abroad, my dear: what I do is purely to oblige you; 
which, that I may be able to perform, without a re- 
lapſe, I'Il invent what ways I can to make my priſon 


ſupportable to me. 


Flip. Her priſon! pretty bird! her prifon ! do'nt that 
word melt you, Sir? a 

Gripe. I muſt confeſs I did not expect to find her fo 
reaſonable. 

Flip. O, Sir, ſoon or late wives come into good hu- 
mour : huſbands mutt only have a little patience to watt 
for it. 

(lar. The innocent little diverſions, dear, that I 
ſhall content myſelf with, will be chiefly play and com- 

any. 

Gr pe. O, I'll find you employment, your time * 

1 ie 
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lie upon your hands, tho' if you have a mind now for 
ſuch a companion as a——let me ſee Araminta for 
example, why I ſhay*t be againſt her being with you 
from morning till nigh, | 

Clar. You can't oblige me more, *tis the beſt woman 
in the world. 

Gripe. ] not ſhe? 

Flip. Ah, the old fatyr ! 22 
Stripe. Then we'll have, beſides her, may be ſome. 
times — ber huſband ; and we ſhall ſee my niece that 
writes verſes, and my ſiſter Fiaget with her huſband's 
brother that's always merry; and his little couſin that's 
to marry the fat curate; and my uncle the apothecary, 
with his wife and all his children, O we ſhall divert 
ourſelves rarely, 

Flip. Good, [ afide, 

Clar. O, for that, my dear child, I mutt be plain with 
you, I'll ſee none of them but Araminia, who has the 
manners of the court; for I'll converſe with none but 
women of quality. 

Eri e. Ay, ay, they ſhall all have one quality or other. 

Clar. Then, my dear, to make our home pleaſant, 
well have conſorts of muſic ſometimes. | 

Gripe. Muſic in my houſe! \ 

Clar. Yes, my child, we muſt have muſic or the houſe 
will be ſo dull I thall get the ſpleen, and be going abroad 


aln. 

Flip. Nay, ſhe has ſo much complaiſance for yon, Sir, 
you can't diſpute ſuch things with her. | | 

Gripe. Ay, but if I have muſic ——- 

Clar. Ay, but Sir, I muſt have muſic—— 

Flip. Not every day, Madam don't mean. 

Clar. No, bleſs me, no; but three conſorts a week: 
three days more we'll play after dinner at Ombre, Pic- 
guet, Baſſet, and ſo forth, and cloſe the evening with a 
handſome ſupper and a ball. 

Gripe. A ball! % 4068 | 

Clar. Then, my love, you know there is but one day 
more upon our hands, oy that ſhall be the day of con- 


verſation, we'll read verſes, talk of books, invent * 
te 
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tell lyes, ſcandalize our friends, be pert upon religion ; 
and in ſhort, employ every moment of it in ſome pretty 
witty exercife or other. | 

Flip. What order you ſee *tis ſhe propoſes to live in ! 
A molt wonderful regularity ! 

Gripe. Regularity with a pox — [ afiae, 

Clar. Fes gn this kind of life, ſo ſoft, ſo ſmooth, ſo 
agreeable, muſt needs invite a vaſt deal of company to 
partake of it, twill be neceſſary to have the decency of a 
porter at our door, you know. | 

Gripe, A porter—-—A fcrivener have a porter, 
Madam |! | 

Clar. Poſitively a porter, tg 

Gripe. Why no ſcrivener fince Adam ever had a porter, 
woman | 

Clar. You will therefore be renown'd in ſtory, for 
having the firſt, my life, 

Gripe. Flippanta. 6) 

Flip. Hang it, Sir, neyer diſpute a trifte ; if you vex 
her, perhaps ſhe'll inſiſt upon a, Swwi/5. [ {fide to Gripe, 

Gripe, But, Madam | 

Clar. But, Sir, a porter, poſitively a porter; without 
that the treaty's null, and Igo abroad this moment. 

Flip. Come, Sir, never loſe ſo advantageous a peace 
for a pitiful porter. 
| Gripe, Why, I ſhall. be hooted at, the boys will throw 
ſtones at my porter, Beſides, where ſhall I have money 
for all this expence ? | 

Clar. My dear, who aſks. you for any? Don't be in a 

fright, chicken, ; 
; Grize, Don't be in a fright, Madam! But where IL 
ay 
Fliz. Madam, plays, Sir, think on that ; women that 
play have inexhauſtible mines, and wiyes who receive 
leaſt money from their huſbands, are many times thoſe, 
who ſpend the moſt. 

Clar. So, my dear, let what Flippanta ſays content 
you, Go, my life, trouble yourſelf - with nothing, but 
let me do juſt as I pleaſe, and all will be well. I'm 
going into my cloſet, to conſider of ſame more things 

do 
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to enable me to give you the pleaſure of my company at 
home, without making it too great a miſery to a yie!ding 
wife, Exit Clariſſa. 
Flip. Mirror of goodneſs! Pattern to all wives! well 
ſure, Sir, you are the happieſt of all huſbands], 
Gripe. Yes — and a miſerable dog for all that too, 
perhaps. 
Flip. Why, what can you aſk more, than this matchleſg 
complaiſance ? | | 
 Gripe, I don't know what I can aſk, and yet I'm not 
ſatisfy'd with what I have neither, the devil mixes in it all, 
J think; complaiſant or perverſe, it feels juſt as it did. 
Flip. Why then your uneaſineſs is only a diſeaſe, Sir, 
perhaps a little bleeding and purging wou'd relieve 
you. FP 
Clar, Flippanta ? Clariſſa calls within, 
Flip, Madam calls, I come, Madam. Come, be mer- 
ry, be merry, Sir, you have cauſe, take my word for't. 
Poor devil. 22 6 Exit Flippanta. 
© Gripe. 1 don't know that, I don't know that: But this 
I do know, that an honeſt man, who has marry'd a jade, 
whether ſhe's pleas'd to ſpend her time at home or 
abroad, had better have liv'd a batchelor. | 


7 ü Enter Braſs. 


* Braſs. O, Sir, I'm mighty glad I have found you. 
Gripe. Why, what's the matter, pr'ythee? 
Bra. Can no body hear us? | 
Gripe. No, no, ſpeak quickly. 
. Braſs. You han't ſeen Araminta, ſince the laſt letter 
J carry'd her from you? 8 | 
Gripe. Not I, I go prudently ; I don't preſs things 
like your young firebrand lovers. 
* Braſs. But ſeriouſly, Sir, are you very much in love 
with her? 2 
Sripe. As mortal man has been, 
Baſs. I'm ſorry for't. 
Gip e. Why ſo, dear Braſs ? 
Bra. If you were never ta ſee her more now? 


Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe ſuch a thing, d'ye think *twou'd break your 
heart ? 

Gripe. Oh! | 

Braſs. Nay, now I ſee you love her; wou'd you 
did not. 

Gripe. My dear friend. 

Braſs. Pm in your intereſt deep: you ſee it. | 

Gripe. I do: but ſpeak, what miſerable ſtory haſt thou 
for me ? | 

Braſs. I had rather the devil had, phu——flown away 
with you quick, than to ſee you ſo much in love, as I per- 
ceive you are, ſince 

Gripe. Since what ?——ho, 

Braſs. Araminta, Sir. 

Gripe, Dead? 

Braſs. No. 

Gripe. How then? 

'Praſs, Worſe. 

Gripe. Out with't. 

Braſs. Broke. 

Erie. Broke! | 
FPraſi. She is, poor lady, in a moſt unfortunate ſitua- 
tion of affairs. But I have ſaid too much, | 

Gripe. No, no, *tis very ſad, but let's hear it. 

\ Braſs. Sir, ſhe charg'd me on my life never to mention 
it to you, of all men fein i 

Erie. Why, who mould thou tell it to, but to the 
beſt of her friends? 

Braſs. Ay, why there's it now, it's going juſt as I 
fancy'd. Now will I be hang'd if you are not enough in 
love to be engaging in this matter. But I muſt tell you, Sir, 
that as much concern as I have for that moſt excellent, 
beautiful, agreeable, diſtreſs'd, unfortunate lady, I'm 
too much your friend and ſervant, ever to let it be ſaid, 
'twas the means of your being ruin'd for a woman 
by letting you know ſhe eſteem'd you more than any 
other man upon earth. | 

Gripe. Ruin'd ! what doſt thou mean? 

Broſs, Mean! Why! I mean that women always ruin 


thoſe that love 'em, that's the rule. 
Grize, 
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Gripe. The rule! | 

Braſs. Ves, the rule; why wou'd you have them ruin 
thoſe that don't? How ſhall they bring that about? 

Gripe. But is there a neceſlity then, they. ſhou'd ruin 
ſomebody ? 

Braſs. Yes, marry is there; how wou'd you have %em 
ſupport their expence eHe ? Why, Sir, you can't con- 
ceive now you can't concerve what Araminta's privy. 
parte requires. Only her privy purſe, Sir! Why, what 

you imagine now ſhe gave me for the laſt letter I 

carry'd her from you? *'Fis true, *twas from a man ſhe 
lik'd, elſe, perhaps, I had had my bones broke. But 
what do you think ſhe gave me ? 

Gripe. Why, mayhap a ſhilling, | 

Braſs. A guinea, Sir, a guinea. You ſee by that 
how fond ſhe was on't, by the bye. But then, Sir, her 
coach-hire, her chair-hire, her pin-money, her play. 
money, her china, and her charity——wou'd conſume 
peers : A great ſou], a very great ſout! but what's the end 
of all this? 

Gripe, Ha! 

Braſs. Why, PH tell you what the end is- 
nunnery, | 

Gripe. A nunnery ! ö 

Braſs. A nunnery,-——In ſhort ſhe is at laſt reduc'd 
to that extremity, and attack'd with ſuch a_ battalion 
of duns, that rather than tel} her hyſband (who you 
know is ſuch a dog, he'd let her go it ſhe did) ſhe has 
e'en determin'd to turn papiſt, and bid the world adieu 
for life. 

Gripe. O terrible! a papiſt! 

Braſs. Yes, when a handſome woman has brought her, 
ſelf into difficulties, the devil can't help her out of — 
To a nunnery, that's another rule, Sir, 

Grize, But, ut, but, pr ythee Rra/s, but 

Bra/s. But alt the buts in the world, Sir, won't ſtop 
her: ſhe's a woman of a noble refolution. So, Sir, 
your humble ſervant; I pity her, I pity you. Turtle 
and mate; but the Fates will have it ſo, all's packt up, 


and I'm now going to call her a coach, for fhe reſolves 
| to 
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to ſlip off without ſaying a word: and the next viſit ſhe 
receives from her friends, will be through a melancholy 
rate, with a veil inſtead of a top-knot. [ Going, 

Grite. It muſt not be, by the Powers it muſt not; 
ſhe was made for the world, and the world was made 
for her, | | : 

Braſs. And yet you ſee, Sir, how ſmall a ſhare ſhe 
has on't. 

Gripe. Poor woman! Is there no way to ſave her? 

Braſs. Save her! No, how can ſhe be ſaved ? why ſhe 
owes above five hundred pounds, 

Gripe. Oh! 

Braſs, Five hundred pounds, Sir; ſhe's like to be 
ſav'd indeed, — Not but that I know them in this 
town wou'd give me one of the five, if I wou'd per- 
ſuade her to accept of th” other four: but ſhe has for- 
bid me mentioning it to any fovl living; and I have 
diſobey'd her only to you; and ſo— I'll go and call 
a coach. 

Grize. Hold !——doſt think, my poor Pra/5, one might 
not order it ſo, as to compound thoſe debts for 
for twelve pence in the pound ? | 

braſs. Sir, w_ hear? I have already try'd 'em with 
ten ſhillings, and not a rogue will prick up his ear at it. 
Tho? after all, for three hundred pounds all in ght- 
teri1.> gold, I could ſet their chaps a watering. But 
where's that to be had with honour ? there's the thing, 
Sir, — I'll go and call a coach, 

Grite. Hold, once more: I have a note in my cloſet 
of two hundred, ay——and fifty, I'll go and give it her 
myſelf. 

gra. You will; very genteel, truly. Go ſlap-daſh, 
and offer a woman of her ſcruples, money! bolt in her 
face: Why, you might as well offer her a ſcorpion, and 
ſhe'd as ſoon touch it, 

Gripe, Sall I carry it to her creditors then, and treat 
with them ? 

Braſs .Ay, that's a rare thought. 

Gripe, Is not it, Braſs ? 

Braſs, Only one little inconvenience by the * , 

rife, 
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Gripe. As how? 

Braſs. That they are your wife's creditors as well a 
her's; and perhaps it might not be altogether ſo well to 
ſee you clearing the debts of your neighbour's wife, 
and leaving thoſe of your own unpaid, 

Gripe. Why that's true now. 

Braſs. I'm wile you ſee, Sir. 

Gripe. Thou art; and I'm but a young lover: But 
what ſhall we do then ? 

Braſs. Why Pm thinking, that if = give me the 
note, do you ſee; and that I promiſe to give you an 
account of it 

Gripe. Ay, but look you, Braſs 

Braſs. But look you !==>w Why what, d'ye think I'm 
a pick-pocket ? D'ye think I intend to run away with 
your note ? your paltry note. 

Gripe. I don't ſay ſo - fay only that in caſe—— 

Braſt. Caſe, Sir, there is no caſe but. the caſe I have 
put you ; and fince you heap caſes upon caſes, where 
there is but three hundred raſcally pounds in the caſe 
—— 'Il go and call a coach. 

Gripe. Pr'ythee don't be ſo teſty ; come, no more 
words, follow me to my cloſet, and I'll give thee the 
money. - 


Braſs. A terrible effort you make indeed; you are ſo 
much in love, your wits are all upon the wing, uſt 
a going; and for three hundred pounds you put a ſtop to 
their flight: Sir, your wits are worth that, or your wits 
are worth nothing. Come away. 

Gripe. Well, ſay no more, thou ſhalt be ſatisfy'd. 

| | [ Excunt, 


Enter Dick. 
Dick. S't— Bra, S't—— 

| | Re-enter Braſs. | 

Braſs. Well, Sir! | | 
Dick. Tis not well, Sir, *tis very ill, Sir; we ſhall be 
all blown up. | | 


Braſs, What, with pride and plenty ? gd 
Dick, 
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Dick, No, Sir, with an officions flat that will ſpoil 
all. In ſhort, Flippanta has been telling her miſtreſs and 
Araminta of my paſſion for the young gentlewoman ; 
and truly to oblige me ( ſuppoſed no uf manth by the 
bye) they are reſolv'd to propoſe it immediately to her 
father, 8 A 

Braſs. That's the devil! we ſhall come to papers and 
parchments, jointures and ſettlements, relations meet 
on both ſides; that's the devil. | | 

Dick, I intended this very day to propoſe to Flip- 
panta, the carrying her off: and I'm ſure the young 
houſwife wou'd have. tuck'd up her coats, and have 
march'd. | 

Braſs. Ay, with the body and the ſoul of her. 

Dick, Why then, what damn'd luck is this ? 

Braſs. *'T1s your damn'd luck, not mine: I have al- 
ways ſeen it in your ugly phiz, in ſpite of your powder'd 
perriwig——pox take ye——he'll be hang'd at laſt, Why 
don't you try to get her off yet ? 

Dick, 1 have no money, you dog; you know you have 
\ript me of every penny. - 

Braſs. Come, damn it. III venture one cargo more 
upon your rotten bottom: But if ever I ſee one glance 
of jour hempen fortune again, I'm off of your partnerſhip 
for ever l ſhall never thrive with him. 

Dick, An 1mpudent rogue, but he's in poſſeſſion of my 
eſtate, ſo I muſt bear with him. [Alde. 

Praſs, Well, come, I'll raiſe a hundred pounds for 
your uſe, upon my wife's jewels here; | Pulling out the 
necklace] her necklace ſhall pawn for't. 

Dick, Remember tho', that if things fail, I'm to 
have the necklace again; you know you agreed to 

at! | a 
| Braſs. Ves, and if I make it good, you'll be the bet- 
ter for't; if not, I ſhall; ſo you ſee where the cauſe 
will pinch, | 

Dick, Why, you barbarous dog, you won't offer 
LO — £4 ow [ 

braſs, No words now; about your buſineſs, many 

2 0 
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Go ſtay for me at the next tavern : 1'll go to Fi 
and try what I can do for you. 


Dick, Well, I'il go, but don't think to 0 pox, 
Si [ Exit Dick, 


| __ Braſs ſolus. 

Braſs. Will you be gone? A petty title you'd haye 
to ſue me upon truly, if I ſhou'd have a mind to ſtand 
upon the defenſive, as perhaps I may ; I have done the 
raſcal fervice enough to lull my conſcience upon't I'm 
ſure : But *tis time enough for that, Let me ſee 
Firſt PH go to Flippuanta, and put a ſtop to this family 
way of match- making, then ſell our necklace for what 
ready money *®twill produce; and by this time to- mor- 
row I hope we ſhall be in poſſeſſion of —t'othet 
jewel here; a precious jewel, as ſhe's ſer in gold: I 
believe for the ſtone 1tfelf we may part with it again to 
a friend for a teſter. [ Exit, 


"OT-16 37 
SCENE, Gripe's Houſe," 
Enter Braſs and Flippanta. | 


Bra/i.WKJ ELL, you agree I'm in the right, don't 
you ? 

Flip. I don't know; if your maſter has the eſtate he 
talks of, why not do't all above-board ? Well, tho'l 
am not much of his mind, I'm much in his intereſt, 
and will therefore endeavour to ſerve him in his own 
way. b | 
Braſs. That's kindly ſaid, my child, and I believe! 
ſhall reward thee one of theſe days, with as pretty ® 
fellow to of huſband for't, * Ny * 

Flip. Hold your prating, Jack-a-dandy, and leave n 
to my buſineſs, " ; ral. 
4 | 
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a, Braſs. Tobey—adieu [ Kiſſes her. . [Exit Brafs, 
10 Flip. Raſcal ! eien 1 [4 * 
OX, 1 | | 173 

ck, Enter Corinna. 


Cor. Ah, Flippanta, I'm ready to fink down, my legs 
ttemble under me, my dear Flippy. 

Flip. And what's the affair? 

Cor. My father's there within, with my mother and 
Araminta ; 1 never ſaw him in ſo good a humour in my 
lite, | PD $01 2 

Flip, And is that it that frightens you ſo ? | 

Cor. Ah, Flippanta, they are juſt going to ſpeak to him, 
about my marrying the Colonel. . | 

Hip. Are they to? ſo much the worſe; they're too 


her haſty. . | 2 LA | 
: 1 Cor. O no, not a bit: I ſlipt out on purpoſe, you 
to muſt know, to give them an opportunity; wou'd tere 


done already. | 
Flip. I tell you no; get you in again immediately, 
and prevent it. , | | | 
Cor, My dear, dear, I am not able ; I never was in - 
ſuch a way before. | ; 
Flip. Never in a way to be marry'd before, ha ? is not 
that it? | | 
Cor. Ah, Lord, if I'm thus before I come to't, F/ip- 
panta, what ſhall I be upon the very. ſpot ? Do but feel 
with what a thumpaty thump it goes. | 
[Putting her hand to her heart. 
Flip. Nay it does make a filthy buſtle, that's the truth 
on't, child, But I believe I ſhall make it leap another 
way, when I tell you, I'm cruelly afraid your father 
won't conſent, after all. 
Cor, Why, he won't be the death of o'me, will he? 
Flip. I don't know, ald folk are cruel; but we“ 
have a trick for him, Fraſ and I have been conſulting 
upon the matter, and agreed upon a ſurer way of doing it 


el in ſpite of his teeth. 
ya Cor. Ay, N Sir, that were ſomething. | 
Flip. Butthen he muſt not know a word of any thing 


towards it. 
Vor. II. D Cor. 


. 
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| Cor, No, no. 
Flip. So, get you in immediately. 
Cor. One, two, three and away. [ Running off. 


Flip. And prevent your mother*s ſpeaking on't. 

_ Cer. But is t'other way ſure, Fippanta 
Flip. Fear nothing, twill only depend upon you. 
Cor. Nay then 


Flippanta /ela. 


Poor child! we may do what we will with her, as far az 


marrying her goes; when that's over, tis ble ſhe 
mayn't prove altogether ſo tractable. But who's here ? 
my ſharper, I think: yes. 


Enter Money-trap. 


Mon. Well, my. beſt friend, how. go matters? Has 
the reſtitution been received, ha? Was ſhe pleas'd with 


at ? 
Fliz. Yes, truly; that is, ſhe was pleas'd to ſee there 
was ſo honeſt a man in this immoral age. | 

Mon. Well, but a does ſhe know that *twas I 


that 


Flip. Why, you muſt know I begun to give ber a little 


ſort of a hint, and———and-ſo———why, and ſo. ſhe 
begun to put on a ſort of a ſevere, haughty, freſerv'd, an- 
ry, forgiving air. But ſoft ; here ſhe comes: you'll ſee 
how you ſtand with her preſently : but don't be afraid, 
Courage. | 


Mon. He, hem, 
Enter Clariſla, 


Tis no ſmall piece of good fortune, Madam, to find you 
at home: I have often endeavour d it in vain. 

Clar. Twas then unknown to me, for if I cou'd often 
receive the viſits of ſo good a friend at home, I ſhou d be 
more reaſonably blam'd for being ſo much abroad, 

Mon. Madam, you make me — 

(Jar. You are the man of the world whoſe com- 


pany 


O ho, ho, ho, how pure- that 
is! : [ Exit Corinna, 


<< 4 © A 
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y I think is moſt to be deſir d. I don't compliment 
you when 1 tell you ſo, I aſſure you. 
Men. Alas, Madam, your humble ſervant — 
Clar. My poor humble ſervant however (with all 
the eſteem I have for him) ſtands ſuſpected with me for 
a vile trick, I doubt he has play'd me, which if I could 


prove upon him, I'm afraid I ſhould puniſh him very ſe- 
wu, verely. 
Mon. I hope, Madam, you'll believe I am not capable 

| of — 
ns Clar. Look you, look you, you are par of what- 
ever you pleaſe, you have a great deal of w.t, and know 


how to give a nice and gallant turn to every thing; but 
if you will have me continue your friend, you mult leave 
me in ſome uncertainty in thts matter. 

Mon. Madam, I do then proteſt to you 

Clar. Come proteſt nothing about it, I am but too I | 
netrating, as you may perceive ; but we ſometimes ſhut 
our eyes, rather than break with our friends ; for a tho- 
rough knowledge of the truth of this buſineſs, wou'd 
make me very ſeriouſly angry, 

Mon. Tis very certain, Madam, that 

Clar. Come, ſay no more on't, I beſeech you, for 
I'min a deal of heat while I but think on't; if 
you'll walk in, I'll follow you preſently. 

Mon. Your neſs, Madam, is —— 

Flip, War, horſe. [Alde to Money-trap, 
No fine ſpeeches, you'll ſpoil all. | 

Mon, Thou art a moſt incomparable perſon. 

Flip. Nay, it goes rarely; but get you in, and' I'll fay 
2 little ſomething to my Lady for you, while ſhe's 
warm, | 

Mon, But S't, Flitpanta, how long do'ſt think ſhe may 
hold out ? 

Flip. Phu, not a Twelvemonth, 


Mon, Boo. x 

Flid, Away, I ſay. [ Puſhing him out, 

Clar. Is he gone? What a wretch it is! he never was 
quite ſuch a beaſt before. 


Flip. Poor mortal, his money's finely laid out truly. 
D 2 - Clar, 


if 
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Clar. I ſuppoſe there may have been much ſach ano. 


ther ſcene within between Araminta and my dear: but! 
left him ſo inſupportably briſk, tis impoſſible he can have 
parted with any money: I'm afraid Braſs has not ſue. 
ceeded as thou haſt done, Flippanta. 

Vip. By my faith but he has, and better too; he pte. 
ſents his humble duty to Araminta, and has ſent her 


this [ Shewing the note. 


Clar. A bill for my love for two hundred ard fifty 
pounds. The monfeer ! he wou'd not part with ten to 
ſave his lawful wife from everlaſting torment, 

Flip. Never complain of his avarice, Madam, as long 


as you have his money, 


Clar. But is not he a beaſt, Flippanta ? methinks the 
reſtitution look'd better by half. 

Flip. Madam, the man's beaſt enough, that's certain; 
but which way will you go to receive his beaſtly money, 
for I muſt not appear with his note ? 

Clar. That's true; why ſend for Mrs. Amlet ; that's 
a mighty uſeful woman, that Mrs, Amlet. 

Flip. Marry is ſhe ; we ſhou'd have been baſely pur- 
zled how to diſpoſe of the necklace without her, *twould 
have been dangerous offering it to ſale \ 

Clar. It wou'd ſo, for | know! your maſter has been 
laying out for't amongſt the goldſmiths, But I ſtay here 
too long. I muſt in and coquet it a little more to my 
lover, Araminta will get ground on me elſe. 
| [ Exit Clariſſa, 


Flip. And I'll go ſend for Mrs. Arlet. [Exit Flip, 
S CE N E opens. 


Araminta, Corinna, Gripe, and Money-trap at a tea- 
table, very gay and laughing. Clariſſa comes in to en. 


Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Mon. Mighty well, O mighty well indeed! ; 

(lar. Save you, ſave you good folks, you are all in 
rare humour methinks, 


ri pe. Why, what ſhou'd we be otherwiſe for, Ma. 
dam ? 


Clar. 
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Clar. Nay, I don't know, not I, my dear ; but I 
han't had the happineſs of ſeeing you fince our honey- 
moon was over, I think, | | 

Cripe. Why to tell you the truth, my dear, *tis the 
joy of ſeeing you at home; [ Kiſſes ber.] You ſee What 
charms you have, when you are pleaſed to make uſe of 
'em. 

Aram. Very gallant truly. 

Cllar. Nay, and what's more, you muſt know, he's 
never to be otherwiſe henceforwards; we have come to 
an agreement about it. . 

Mon. Why, here's my love and J have been upon 
juſt ſuch another treaty too. 

Aram. Well, ſure there's ſome very peaceful ſtar rules 
at preſent. Pray heaven continue its reign, 

Mon. Pray do you continue its reign, you ladies for 
tis all in your power. [Leering at Clariila, 

Gripe. My neighbour Merey-t-ap ſays true at leaſt I'll 
confeſs frankly [Ogling Araminta.] tis in one lady's 
power to make me the beſt-humour'd man on earth, 

Mon. And I'll anſwer for another, that has the ſame 
over me. [ Opling Clariſſa. 

Clar. Tis mighty fine, gentlemen, mighty civil huſ- 
bands indeed. 

Gripe. Nay, what I ſay's true, and ſo true, that all 
quarrels being now at an end, I am willing, if you 
pleaſe, to iibenſs with all that fine company we talk'd 
of to-day, be content with the friendly converſation of 
our two good neighbours here, and ſpend all my toying 
hours alone with my ſweet wife. | 

Men. Why, truly, I think now, if theſe good women 
pleas'd, we might make up the prettieſt little neighbourly 
* N between our two families, and ſet a defiance to 
all the impertinent people in the world. IA lat. 

Clar. The raſcals ! 

Aram. Indeed I doubt you'd ſoon grow weary, if we 
grew fond, 

Gripe, Never, never, for our wives have wit, neigh- 
bour, and that never palls, 


D 3 Clay. 
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Clar, And our huſbands have generoſity, Araminta 
and that ſeldom palls. 

Grize. So that's a wipe for me now, becauſe I did not 
give her a new-year's gift laſt time; but be good, and 
JI think of ſome tea-cups for you, next year. 

Mon. And perhaps I mayn't forget a fan, or as good 
a thin hum, huſſy. 

Clar. Well, upon theſe encouragements, Araminta, 
we'll try how good we can be. 

Gripe, Well, this goes moſt rarely: poor Money-trap, 
he little thinks what makes his wife fo eaſy in his com- 


pany. | [ Aſide, 
Mon. I can but pity Soup neighbour Gripe. Lard, 
Lard, what a fool does his wife and I make of him ? 


All. 
Car. Are not theſe two wretched rogues, 4-aminta ? 
[ 4/ide to Araminta, 


Aram They are indeed, [ Hite to Clariſſa. 
Enter Jeſſamin. 


Je Sir, here's Mr. Clip, the goldimith, deſires to 
ſpeak with you. | ; | | 

Gripe. Cods fo, perhaps ſome news of your necklace, 
my dear. | \ 

2 That would be news indeed. 

Gripe. Let him come in. 


Enter Mr. Clip. 


Gripe. Mr. Clip, your ſervant, I'm glad to fee you: 
how do you do ? | 
; Clip. At your ſervice, Sir, very well. Your fervant, 
Madam Gripe. 
Clary. Hornd fellow! Ala. 
- Ge. Well, Mr. Clip, no news yet of my wife's neck- 

ce ? 

Clip. If yon pleaſe to let me ſpeak with you in the 
next room, I have ſomething to ſay to you. 

 Gripe. Ay, with all my heart. Shut the door after us. 
e come forward, and the Scene ſhuts behind them. 

ell, any news ? Cl 

IPs 
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Clip. Look you, Sir, here's a-necklaee brought me to 
ſell, at leaſt very like that you deſcrib'd to mo. | 

Gripe. Let's ſee't——— Yi#oria ! the very ſame. A 
my dear Mr. 3 im.] But who brought it 
you ? you ſhould have ſeiz'd him. 

Clip. * Twas a young fellow that I know : I can't tell 
whether he may be guilty, tho” its like en - Biithe 
has onl e our trade, 
and will call upon me again preſently. 

Gripe. Wheedle him hithen, Jos: Mr. Chp. Here's 
my neighbour Moncy-trap in the houfe ; he's a juſtice, 
and will commit him preſently, 

Clip. Tis enough. 


Enter Braſs. 


Gripe. O, my friend Braſs ! © 

Braſs. Hold, Sir, I think that's a gentleman Pin look -· 
ing for. Mr. Clip, O your ſervant; what, are you ac- 
quainted here ? I have juſt been at your ſtiop. 

ir” I only ſept here to ſhew Mr. &r#pe the necklace 

ou t. | 

l Bra. Why, Sir, you underſtand jewels ? [To Gripe.] 
I thought you had dealt only in gold. But I fmoak the 
matter; hark you=——a word in your ear-—you are 
going to play the gallant again, and make a purchaſe 
on't for Araminta ; ha, ha? 

Gripe, Where had you the necklace ? 

Braſi. Look you, don't trouble yourſelf about that; 
it's in commiſſion with me, and 1 can help you to a 
pennyworth on't. | 

Gripe, A 382 on't, villian? [Strikes at him. 

Braſs, Villain! a hey, a hey. Is't you or me, Mr. 
Clip, he's pleas'd to compliment ? 

Clip. What do you think on't, Sir ? | 

Braſs. Think on't, now the devil fetch me if I kngw 
what to think on't. | 

Gripe. You'll ſell a pennyworth, rogue! of a thing 
you have ſtol'n from me. | 

Braſs. Stol'n! pray, Sir————what wine have you 
drank to- day? It has a very merry effect upon you. 

8 D 4 Gripe. 
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Serie. You villain z either give me an account hoy 
you ſtole it, or dns. + 
' Braſs. O ho, Sir, if you pleaſe, don't carry your jeſt 
too far, I don't underſtand hard words, | give you warn. 
ing on't: if you han't a mind to buy the neck'ace, you 
— it alone, I know how to diſpoſe on't What a 
708% O, you ſhan't have that trouble, Sir. Dear 
Mr. Clip, you may leave the necklace here, I'll call at 
_ your ſhop, and thank you for your care. 4p ibibe 
. Clip. Sir, your humble ſervant. [ Going, 
Braſs. O ho, Mr. Clip, if you pleaſe, Sir, this won't 
do, [Stepping him.) I don't underſtand rallery in ſuch 
matters. 


_ Clip. Lleaveit with Mr. Gripe, do you and he diſpute 


: 


at, | [Exit Clip. 
Braſt. Ay, but tis from you, by your leave, Sir, that 
expect it. [ Going after him, 


Gripe, You expect, you rogue, to make your eſcape, do 
you ? But I have other accounts beſides 4. to make up 
with you. To be ſure the dog has cheated me of two 
hundred and fifty pounds. Come, villain, give me an 

account of —— _,__ 157-2 

_ . » Braſs, Account of! —— Sir, give me an 8 

necklace, or V1l make ſuch a noiſe in your houſe, I'll rai 
the devil in't. e | 

Gripe. Well faid, courage, | 
Fraß. Blood and thunder, give it me, or—— _ 

Gripe. Come, huſh, be wiſe, and I'll make no noiſ 
of this affair. 

Braſs, You'll make no noiſe !. Bat I'll make a noiſe, 
and a damn'd noiſe too. O, don't think to- 

Gripe. I tell thee 1 will not hang thee. 1 fv. 

Braſs. But I tell you I will hang you, if you don't give 
me my necklace, I will, rot me. a a 

Gripe. Speak ſoftly, be wiſe; how came it thine ? 

who gave it thee? 

Bras. A gentleman, a friend of mine. 

Gripe. What's his name ? N, 

Brass. His name I'm in ſuch a paſſion I have for- 
got = a | L Grifes 
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rie. Ah, brazen rogue- thou haſt ſtole it from 
how my wife: 'tis the ſame the loſt ſix weeks ago. f 
Breſs. This has not been in Eagland a month. 
Jeſt Gripe. You are a ſon of a whore. 
un. Braſs. Give me my necklace. E211 
you Gripe. Give me my two hundred and fifty pound note. 
at a Braſs. Yet I offer peace: one word without paſſion, 
The caſe ſtands thus, either I'm out of my wits, or you 
ear are out of yours i now tis plain I am not out of my wits, 
at Er —— 
Gripe, My bill, hang-dog, or I'll frangle thee, 
. 175 froggle. 
nit Braſs, Murder, murder! N 
* Barer Clariſſa, Aramints, Corinna, Flippanita;” 47 
ite 8 Money-trap. : | 
ip. Flip. What's the matter? What's the matter here? 
lat Grippe. I'll matter him. 
MA, Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Braſ+ ? 
do Braſs. Why, your huſband, Madam, he's in his alti- 
up tudes here. | 
yo Gripe. Robber. 
an 5 Braſs Here, he has cheated me of a diamond neck- 
ce, 
7 Cor. Who, Papa? Ah dear me! 
Clar, Pr'ythee what's the meaning of this great emo- 


tion, my dear ? 
Grize, The meaning is tha. 'm quite out af 
breath—— this ſon of a whore has got our necklace, - 
8 that's all. 7 g : 
Clar. My necklace ! r 
Gripe. That birdlime there — ſtole it. 
Clar. Impoſlible ! | 
Braſs. Madam, you ſee maſter's a little touch'd, 
that's all. Twenty ounces of blood let looſe, wou'd ſet 
all right again, 
Gripe. Here, call a conſtable prefently. Neighbour 
Money-trap, you'll commit him. 
Braſs. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? See how wild he 
D 5 by ban: 5 
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looks: how his eyes roll in his head: tye him down, et 
he'll do ſome miſchief or other. 
Gripe, Let me came at him. 
Clar. Hold—pr'ythee, my dear, reduce things to : 
little temperance, and let us coolly into the ſecret of thi; 
diſagreeable rupture. 
Gripe, Well then, without z. why, you muſt 
know, (but I'll have him hang d) you muſt that he 
came to Mr. Cup, to Mr, Clip the dog did ———with a 
necklace to ſell ; ſo Mr. C/ip having notice before that 
(can. you deny this, Sirrah ?) that you had: loſt yours, 
brings it ta me: Look at it here, do you know it again ? 
Ah, you traitor. | 7 [To Braſs, 

* Braſs. He makes me mad. Here's an appearance of 
ſomething now to the company, and yet nothing in't iy 
the bottom. | 


Enter Conflable.. | 
Clar. Fligpanta ! ¶ Aide to Flippanta, ſhewing the 
-apaliliing FR 
Flip. Tis it, faith; here's ſome myſtery in this, we 
muſt look about us. | 
 Clar. The ſafeſt way is point blank to diſown the 
necklace. 
Flip. Right, ſtick to that. f 
Gripe. Well, Madam, do you know your old acquain- 


all 


have him hang' d. | 
Clar. But be a little calm, my dear, do my bird, and 
then thou'lt be able to judge rightly of things. 
Gripe. O good lack, O good lack. | 
Clar. No, but don't give way to fury and intereſt 
both, either of em are paſſions ſtrong enough to 3 
Pr I, | wiſe 
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wiſe man out of the way, The necklace not being 
really mine, give it the man again, and come drink a 


diſh of tea. 


Braſs. Ay, Madam ſays right. | 

Grips, Oons, if you with _ addle head don't know 
your own jewels, I witli my- folid one do. And if I part 
with it, may famine be my portion. 

Clar. But don't ſwear and curſe thyſelf at this fearful 
rate; don't, my dove: Be tem in your words, and 
juſt in all your actions, twill bring a bleſſing upon you 
and all your family. — | 

 Gripe, Bring thunder and lightning upon me and my 
family, if ! part with my necklace, | 

Clar. Why, you'll have the Ughtning burn your 
houſe about your ears, my dear, if you go on in theſe 

Mon, A moſt excellent woman this ! [ A/fide, 


Enter Mrs, Amlet. 

Gripe, I'll keep my necklace. | 
Braſs. Will you ſo? then here comes one has a title 
to it, if I han't; let Dick bring himſelf off with her 


as he can. Mrs. Amlet, you are come in good time, 
ou loſt a necklace t'other day, and who do you think 
as got it ? 


Aml. Marry, that I know not, I with I did. 

Braſs, Why then here's Mr. Gripe has it, and ſwears 
*tis his wife s. 

Gripe. And fo I do, firrah——look here, Miſtreſs, do 
you pretend this is your*s ? 

Anl. Not for the round world I wou'd not ſay it; 
I only kept it to do Madam a ſmall courteſy ? that's all. 

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, all will out now. [Aa to Flip. 

Gripe. Courteſy ! what courteſy? 

Aml. A little money only that madam had preſent 


need of, pleaſe to pay me that, and I demand no more. 


Braſs, So here's freſh game, I have ſtarted a new hare, . 

I find, | [ Aide. . 
Gripe. How forſooth, is this true? [To Clariſſa. 
Clar, You are in a. humour at preſent, A be- 
ve 
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15 5 e any thing, ſo I won't take the pains to contra. 


Brafs. This damn'd necklace will ſpoil all our affairs, 
this is Dic#'s luck again. 22 
Sripe. Are you not aſham'd of theſe ways ? Do you 

ſee how you are expos'd before your beſt nende here ? 
don't you bluſh at it? 6 
Clar. I do bluſh, my dear, but tis for you, that here 
it ſhou'd appear to the world, you keep me ſo bare of 
money, I' 'd to pawn my Jewels. 

Gripe. Impudent koafwile! 

[Raiſing his hand to ftrike ber. 

Clar. Softly, chicken: you might have prevented all 
this by giving me the two hundred and fifty pounds you 
ſent to Araminta e en now. 

Braſs. You ſee, Sir, I deliver'd your note: how I haye 
been abus'd to-day ! 

Grize. I'm betray'd—jades on both ſides, I 4 that. 

Afrae. 

Mon. But, Madam, Madam, is this true I hear? 
Have you- taken preſent 'of two hundred and fifty 
pounds ? Pray what were you to return for thels pound, 
Madam, ha ? 

Aram. Nothing, my dear, I only took *em to reim- 
burſe you of about the ſame ſum you ſent to Clariſa. 

Mon. Hum, hum, hum. 
rp. How, gentlewoman, did you receive money 

from him ? 

Clar. O, my dear, *twas only in 1 jeſt, I hace you'd 
give it again to his wife, 

Anl. But amongſt all this tintamar, Idonꝰt hear a word 
of my hundred pounds. Is it Madam will pay me, or 
Maſter ? 

Gri;e, I pay, the Devil ſhall pay. 

Clar. Look you, my dear, malice apart, pay Mrs. 
Amlet her money, and I'll forgive you the wrong you 
intended my bed with Araminta Am not I a 8 wife 
2 ? 

Gripe. I burſt with rage, and will get rid of this nooſe, 


the | tuck * up in another. 
Mon, 
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Mon, Nay, pray, '&en tuck me up with you. * 
[Exit Mon. and Gripe, 
Clar. & Aram. B'ye, dearies. 5 


Enter Dick. in 

Cor. Look, look, Flippanta, here's the colonel come 
at laſt. . Il | 

Dick, Ladies, I afk your pardon, I have ſtay'd fo long, 
but | 2a 

Aml. Ah rogue's face, have I got thee, old Good-for- 
nought ? firrah, ſirrah, do you think to amuſe me with 
your marriages,” and your great fortunes ? Thou haſt 
play'd me a rare prank by my conſcience, Why you 
ungracious Taſcal, what do you think will be the end of 
all this? Now Heaven forgive me, but I have a great 
mind to hang thee for't, 

Cor, She talks to him very familiarly, Flippanta. 

Flip. So methinks, by my faith. * 

Braſs, Now the rogue's ſtar is making an end of 

W * 5 18 Aide. 

Dick. What ſhall I do with her? | FM 

Aml. Do but look at him, my dames, he has the 
countenance of a cherubim, but he's a rogue in his 
heart, | | 

Clar, What is the meaning of all this, Mrs, Amlet ? 

Aml. The meaning, good lack ! Why this all-to-be 

wder'd raſcal here, is my ſon, an't pleaſe you; ha, 
graceleſs? Now Þll make you own your mother, ver- 
mine. | 
Clar. What, the colonel your ſon ? 
Aml. *Tis Diet, Madam, that rogue Dick, I have ſo 
often told you of, with tears trickling down my old 
cheeks. 

Aram. The woman's mad, it can never be. 

Aml. Speak, rogue, am I not thy mother, ha? Did 
I not bring thee torth ? ſay then. | 

Dick, What will you have me ſay? you had a mind 
to ruin me, and you have done't; wou'd you do an 
mere? . 

Clar. Then, fir, you are ſon to good Mrs, 4rmlet ? 

* . 


Aram, 
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Aram. And have had the aſſurance to put upon us all 
this while ? 

Flip. And'the confidence to think of marrying Corinna, 

Braſs. And the impudence to hire me for your ſer. 
vant, who am as well Born as yourſelf. 

Clar. Indeed I think he ſhou d be correted; 
Aram. Indeed I think he deſerves to be cudgell'd. 
Flip. Indeed I think be might be pu 1 | 

Braſs. Indeed I think he 1 l be hang 

Anl. Good lack-a day, good — there's no 
need to be ſo ſmart upon neither: if he is not a 
ntleman, he's a gentleman's fellow. Come hither, 
ich, they ſhan t run thee down neither: cock up thy 
hat, Diel, and tell them tho' Mrs. Amlit is mother, 
ſhe can make thee amends, with ten thouſand, good 
pounds to buy thee ſome lands, and build thee a houſe 
in the midft on't.. 

Omnes, How ! 

Clar, Ten thouſand: pounds, Mrs. Amlet 

Anl. Ves, forlooth ; 9 I ſhou'd loſe the hundred, 
| you P: pawn'd your necklace for. Tell em that, Dic#. 

Cor. Look you, Flippanta, I can hold no longer, and 

F hate to ſee the young man abus'd.. And ſo, Sir, if 

you pleaſe, Pm your friend and ſervant, and what's 
mine is your's; and when our eſtates are 9 

e e 

Say ſo, my little — ? 

dear mother will give 2 „the parſon ſhall 

ive us a tack. We'll get her a — of grand-chil- 

n, and a merry houſe we'll make her. 

{They kneel to Mrs. Amlet. 

An. Ah——ha, ha, ha, the pretty pair, the pret- 
ty pair! riſe my chickens, riſe, riſe and — the proudeſt 
of them. And if Madam does not deign to give her 
_ conſent, a fig for her Diet Why how now? 

Clar, Pray, Mrs. Amlet, don't be in a pwr ny 
girl is my huſband's girl, and if you can have his —— 
upon my word you ſhall have mine, for any thing that 
belongs to him. 


Flip, 
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Flip. Then all is peace again, but we have been more- 
lucky than wiſe, 

Aram. And ſuppoſe, for us, Clariſſa, we are to go on 
with our dears, as we us'd to do. "EE 

Clar. Juſt in. the ſame track, for this late treaty of 
agreement with em, was ſo unnatural, you ſee it cou d 
not hold, But tis juſt as well with us, as if it had. 
Well, 'tis a ſtrange fate, good folks, But while you 
live, every thang gets well out of a broil, but a buſ-- 


E PI 


E PI L OG u E 
| Spoken by Mrs. BAR Rx. 


* E heard wiſe men in politicks lay down 
What feats by little England might be done, 

Were all agreed, and all would act as one. 

Te wives a uſeful hint from this might tale, 

"The heavy, old, deſpotick kingdom ſhake, 

And make your matrimonial Monſieurs quake, 

Our heads are feeble, and we're cramp'd by laws 

Our hands are weak, and not too flrong our cauſe : 

Yet would thoſe heads and hands, ſuch as they are, 

In firm confed*racy reſolve on war, 

You'd find your tyrants — what J de found my dear, 

What only two united can produce 

Lon de ſeen to-night, a ſample for your uſe : 

Single, we found we nothing could obtain; 

We join our force—and we Job our nien. 

Believe me ( my dear ſex) they are not brave 

Try each your man, you'll quickly find your ſla ve. 

I know they'l! make campaigns, riſt blood and lift ; 

But this is a more terrifying ſtrife ; : 

_ They'll fand a ſhot, who'll tremble at a wife. 
Beat then your drums, and your forill trumpets ſound, 
Let all your viſits of your feats reſound : 

And deeds of war in cups of tea go round : 

The ftars are avith you, fate is in your hand, 

In twelve months time you've vangquiſh'd half the land; 
Be wiſe, and keep em under good command. 

This year will to your glory long be known, 

And deathleſs ballads hand your triumphs down ; 

Your late atchievements ever will remain, 

For tho you cannot boaſt of many ſlain, | 

Four pris ners ſew, you've made a brave campaign. 
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PR O LO G U E, 
Written by Mr. 8 T EE L E. 


Spoken by Mr. BOOTH. 


0 UR autbor's wit and rallery to-night 
Perhaps might þ'ta/e, but that your flage delight 
No more is in your minds, but ears and fight. 
With audiences compos' d of belles and beaux, 
The firſt dramatick rule is, hade good clothes, 
To charm the gay ſpectator's gentle breaft, 
Is lace and feather Tragedy's expreſs'd, 
And heroes die unpity'd, if ill-areſs'd. 

T be other ſtile you full as well advance z 

If 'tis a comedy, you aſe ———— who dance ? 

For ab] what dire convu'fions have of late 

Torn and diftracted each dramatick ſtate, | 
On this great gueſtion, which houſe firſt ſhould ſell 
The new French ſeps imported by Ruel ! 
Deſbarques can t ri/e /o high, wwe muff agrer, 

They ve haif a foot in height more wit than aus. 

But tho the genius of our learned age 

T hinks fit to dance and fing, quite off the ſtage, b 
True action, comic mirth, and tragic rage; 

Yet as your taſte now ſtands, our author draws 

Some hopes of your indulgence. and applauſe. 

For that great end this edifice he made, 

I here humble ſwain at lady's feet is laid; 

Where the pleas d nymph her conquer d lover ſpits, 
Then to glaſs pillars turms her conſcious eyes, 

And points anew each charm, for which he dis. 

The muſe, before nor terrible nor 
Enjoys by him this awful gilded ſeat : 
By him theatric angels mount more high, 
And mimick thunders ſhake a broader ſty. 


But kindly, Sirs, confider, he to-day. 


r . * 


P R OL OG U E. 
Thus all muſt own, our author has done more 
For yeur delight, than any bard before. 
His thoughts are ſtill to raiſe your pleaſures fill 43 
To write, tranſlate, to blazon, or ta build. 
Then take him in a lump, nor nicely. pry 
Into ſmall faults that *ſcape a buſy eye; 


Finds you the houſe, the actors, and the play à 


So, tho we fkage-mechanick rules omit, 


You muſt allow it in a whole-Jale wit. 


"I + 


M E N, 


Don Alvarex, father to Leonora. 
Don Felix, father to Lorenzo. 


Don Carlos, in love with Leonera, 


Metaphraſtus, tutor to Camillo. 
Sancho, Servant to Carls. 
Lopez, ſervant to Lorenzo. 

A Bravo, 


Leonora, daughter to Alvarez. 
Camillo, ſuppos'd ſon to Alvarez. 
Jabella, her friend. 

Jacinta, ſervant to Leonora. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Don Lorenzo, in love with Leonora. 


WO M E N. 


Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Bright. 
Mr. Booth. 
Mr. Huſbands 
Mr. Freeman, 
Mr. Doyget. 
Mr. Pack, 


Mrs. Bowman 
Mrs. Harcourt. 
Mrs. Porter. 
Mrs. Baker. 


T HE 


| 
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MIS TAK E. 
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ATI! — 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Carlos and Sancho. 


Car, Tell thee, I am ſatisfy'd, I'm in love enough 
to be ſuſpicious of every body. 

San And yet methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd leave me out. 

Car. It may be ſo; I can't tell: but I'm not at eaſe. 
If they don't make a knave, at leaſt they will make a 
tool of thee. 

San. I don't believe a word on't: but good faith, 
Maiter, your love makes ſomewhat of you; I don't 
know what 'tis; but methinks when you ſuſpe& me, you 
don't ſeem a man of half thoſe parts I us'd to take you 
for. Look in my face, tis round and comely, not one 
hollow line of a villain in it: men of my fabrick 
don't uſe to be ſuſpected for knaves; and when you take 
us for fools, we never take you for wiſe men. For 
my part, in this preſent caſe. I take myſelf to be mighty 
deep, A ſtander-by, Sir, ſees more than a . 

ou 
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You are pleaſed to be jealous of your poor Miſtreſs with. 
out a cauſe, ſhe uſes you but too well, in my humble 
opinion ; ſhe ſees you, and talks with you, till Pm quite 
tir'd on't ſometimes; and your rival that you are ſo 
ſcar'd about, forces a viſit upon her about once in a 
fortnight. * 

Car. Alas, thou art ignorant of theſe affairs, he that's 
the civileſt received is often the leaſt car'd for: women 
appear warm to one, to hide a flame for another. Lo- 
renxo in ſhort appears too compos'd of late to be a rejected 
lover, and the indifference he ſhews upon the favours 
I ſeem to receive irom her, poiſons the pleaſure I elſe 
thou'd taſte in them, and keeps me upon a perpetual 


rack. No——1 would fain ſee ſome of his jealous 


tranſports, have him fire at the ſight of me, contradi& 
me whenever I ſpeak, affront me wherever he meets me, 
challenge me, fight me 

San, —— Run you through the guts. 

Car. But he's too calm, his heart's too much at eaſe, 
to leave me mine at reſt. | 

San. But, Sir, you forget that there are two ways for 
our hearts to get at eaſe ; when our miſtreſſes come to 
be very fond of us, or we——not to care a fig for them. 
Now fuppoſe upon the rebukes you know he has had, it 
ſhou'd chance to be the latter. | 

Ca. Again thy ignorance appears; alas, a lover who 
has broke vis chain, will ſhun the tyrant that enſlaved 
him. Indifterence never is his lot; he loves or hates for 
ever; and if his miſtreſs proves another's prize, he can- 
not calmly ſee her in his arms. | ; 

Jan. For my part, Maſter, I am not fo t a philo- 
ſopher as you be, nor (thank my ſtars) ſo bitter a lover, 
but what 1 ſee that | generally believe ; and when 
Jacinta tells me ſhe loves me dearly, I have good 
thoughts enough of my perſon never to doubt the truth 
on't. Sec here the baggage comes. 


| Enter Jacinta with @ letter, 
' Hiſt! Jacima / my dear. 
Facix. Who's that? Blunderbuſs ! Where's your Maſter? 


San, 
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Sax. Hard by. [$henving bim. 
Jacin. O, Sir, I'm glad I have found you at laſt; I 
believe I have travel'd five miles after you, and could 
neither find you at home, nor in the walks, nor at 
church, nor at the . nor | 
San. Nor any where elſe, where he was not to be 
found : if you had look'd for him where he was, twas 
ten to one but you had met with him. 

Jacin., I had, Jack- a- dandy | | 

Car. But pr'ythee what's the matter? Who ſent you 
after me ? ! | a 

Jacin One who's never well but when ſhe ſees you, 
I think ; 'twas my Lady. | 

Car. Dear Jacinta, I fain would flatter myſelf, but 
2m not able ; the blefling's too great to be my lot : yet 
'tis not well to trifle with me; how ſhort. ſoe'er I 
am in other merit, the tenderneſs I have for Leonora 
N from her generoſity, I ſhould not be 
deluded. | 

Jacin. And why do you think you are? methinks 
ſhe's pretty well above — with you: what muſt be 
done more to ſatisfy you? 

San. Why Lorenzo muſt hang himſelf, and then we 
are content. | | 

Facin, How ! Lorenzo ? 

San. If leſs will do, he'll tell you, 

Jacin. Why, you are not mad, Sir, are you? Jea- 
lous of him! Pray which way may this have got into 
your head ? I took you for a man of ſenie before 
1s this your doings, log ? [Zo Sancho. 

San. No, forſooth 55 t, I'm not much given to ſuſpi- 
cion, as you can tell, Mrs. Forward —— lf I were, I 

might find more cauſe I gueſs, than your Miſtreſs has 
given our Maſter here. But I have ſo man» pretty 
thoughts of mo own perſon, huſſy, more than I have of 
your's, that I ſtand in dread of no man. 

Jacin. That's the way to proſper ; however, ſo far 
I'll confeſs the truth to thee; at leaft if that don't do, 
nothing elſe will, Men are mighty ſimple in love- 
matters, Sir: when you ſuſpect woman's a falling off, 

you 
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ou fall a plaguing her to bring her on again, attack hen 
05.1 2 Sl 8 ſour face 4 udſlife, Sir, attack her 
with a fiddle, double your good humour ——give her a 
ball powder your perriwig at her let her cheat 

ou at cards a little, and ll warrant all's right again. 
But to come upon a poor woman with the gloomy face of 
jealouſy, before ſhe gives the leaſt occaſion for't, is to 
ſet a complaiſant rival in too favourable a light. Sir, 
Sir, I muſt tell you, I have ſeen thoſe have ow'd their 
ſucceſs to nothing elſe; AEST | { «18h 

Car. Say no more ; I have been to blame, but there 
ſhall be no more on't. | 

Fac. I ſhould puniſh you but juſtly however for what's 
paſt, if I carried back what I have brought you ; but I'm 

-natur*d, ſo here tis; open it, and ſee how wrong 
you tim'd your jealouſy. 

Car, [Reads. ] Y. yon love me with that tenderneſi you 
have made me long believe you do, this letter will be aw. 
come; "tis to tell you, you have leave to plead a daughter's 
eweakne/s to a father's indulgence : and if you prevail with 
him to lay his commands upon me, you ſhall be as happy as ny 
obedience to them can make you. Leonora, 


Then I ſhall be what man was never yet [ &/ing the 
Letter.) Ten thouſand bleſſings on thee for thy news, 
1 could adore thee as a Deity. [Embracing Jacin, 

Facin, True fleſh and blood, every inch of her, for all 
that, 1 

Car. [Reads again.] 47 you prevail with him to lay 
his commands upon me, you ſhall be as happy as my obedienct 
to them can make you. 


O happy, happy Carlos“ But what ſhall I ſay to thee 
for this welcome meſſage? {To Jacinta.] Alas! I want 
words But let this ſpeak for me, and this, and this, 
and — [ Giving her his ring, watch, and purſe 

San. Hold, Sir; pray leave a little ſomething for our 
board-wages. You can't carry 'em all, I believe: [To 
Jacinta.] thall I eaſe thee of this? 

| [ Offering to take the purſe 


Jacin. 
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'acin, No; but you may carry—— That, ſirrah. 

7 8 , : 32 him a box o 10 ear. 

Sar. The jade's grown purſe- proud already. 

Car. Well, dear Jacinta, ſay ſomething to your 
charming miſtreſs, that I am not able to ſay myſelf: But, 
above all, excuſe my late unpardonable folly, and offer 
her-my life to expiate my crime. | | 

Jacin. The beſt plea for pardon will be never to re- 
peat the fault. | 

Car. If that will do *tis ſeal'd for ever. 

Jacin. Enough; but I muſt be gone; ſucceſs attend 
you with the old gentleman, Good-by t'ye, Sir, 


[Exit Jacin, 
Car. Eternal bleſſings follow thee. 
San. | think ſhe has taken them all with her; the jade 
has got her apron full. 
Car. Is nat that Lorenzo coming this way? 
San. Ves, tis he; for my part now I pity the poor 
gentleman, þ + 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Car. I'll let him fee at laſt I can be chearful too. 
Your ſervant, Don Lorenzo; how do you do this morn- 
ing ? | 75 

2 I thank you, Don Carlos, perfectly well both in 
body and mind. | 

Car. What! cur'd of your love, then ? 

Lor. No, nor 1 hope I never thall, May I aſk you 
how 'tis with your's? _ | 
4 Increaſing every hour; we are very conſtant 
Lor. I find ſo much delight in being fo, I hope I ne- 
ver ſhall be otherwiſe. 18 

Car. Thoſe joys I am well acquainted with. But 
ſhould loſe them ſoon, were I to meet a cool reception. 

Ler. That's every generous lover's caſe, np doubt; 
- angel could not fire my heart but with an equal 

ame, 

Car. And yet you ſaid you ſtill lov'd Lesnora. 

Lor. And yet I ſaid Ilov'd her. 

Vor. II. E Car. 
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Car. Does ſhe then return you 

Lor. Every thing my paſlion can require. 

Car. Its wants are ſmall, I find. 

Lor. Extended as the Heavens, 

Car. I pity you. 

Lor. He muſt be a Deity that does ſo. | 

Car. Yet I'm a mortal, and once more can pity yon. 
Alas, Lorenzo, tis a poor cordial to an aching heart, i, 
have the tongue alone announce it happy; beſides t 
mean, you ſhould be more a man, 

Lor. I find I have made you an unhappy one, ſo can 
forgive the boilings of your ſpleen. | 

Car. This ſeeming calmneſs might have the effe8 


a5 


your vanity propoſes by it; had I not a teſtimony of her Wl 5 


ove would - (ſhould I ſhew it) fink you to the center, b 
Lor. Vet ftill 'm calm as ever. | h 
Car. Nay then have at your peace. Read that, and Wl «| 

end the farce, [ Gives him Leonora's letter, 


Lar. [reads] J have read it. 

Car. And know the hand? 

Lor. Tis Leonora's ; I have often ſeen it. 
Car. I hope you then at laſt are ſatisfied. | 
Tor. Tam; [ ſmiling] Good-morrow, Carlos, [ Exit Lor, b 

Fan. Sure he's mad, Maſter, ö 
Car. Mad! ſay'ſt thou? N . 
San. And yet by'r lady, that was a ſort of a dry p. WW + 
ber ũnile at going off. F 1 c 
Car. A very Ber one! had he ſhewn 'me ſuch ; 
letter, I had put on another countenance. " f 
Can. Ay, o' my conſcience had you. | k 
Car. Here's myſtery in this like it not. f 
San. I ſee his man and confidant there, Lopez, Shall Wi - 
T draw on a Scotch pair of boots, Maſter, and make t 
him tell all? hat #2 £ 
Car. Some queſtions I muſt aſł him; call him hither, 
San. Hem, Lopez, hem | | 

5 Enter Lopez. 

Lep. Who call? * ng 
Las. I, and my maſter, G L397 1 
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Lop. 1 cant ſtay. 
San, You can indeed, Sir. [ Laying hold on him. 
Car. Whither in ſuch haſte, honeſt Lopez What! 
vpon ſome love errand ? | 
Lop. Sir, your ſervant ; I aſk your pardon, but I was 

oin 

1 Gor. | gueſs where; but you need not be ſhy of me 
auy more, thy maſter and 1 are no longer rivals; I have 
yielded up the cauſe; the Jady will have it fo, ſo J 
ſubmit. | 


Lop. Is it poſſible, Sir, ſhall I then live to ſee my 
maſter and you friends agam ? $4 

San. Yes; and what's better, thou and I ſhall be 
friends too. There will be no more fear of Chriſtian 
bloodſhed. I give thee up Jacinta; ſhe's a ſlippery 
WH huſſy, ſo maſter and I are going to match ourſelves 
nd Bi elſewhere. | | 
7 Lop. But is it poſſible, Sir, your honour ſhould be in 
WH earneſt? I'm afraid you are pleaſed to be merry with 

your poor humble ſervant. T 
Car. I'm not at preſent mach diſpos'd to mirth, my 

indifference in this matter is not ſo thoroughly form'd ; 

but my reaſon has ſo far maſter'd my paſſion, to ſhew me 

'tis in vain to purſue a woman whoſe heart already 1s 

another's, Tis what I have fo plainly ſeen of late, I 
b. have rous'd my reſolution to my aid, and broke my 
; chains for ever, 

Lop. Well, Sir, to be plain with you, this is the joy- 
fulleſt news 1 have heard this long time ; for I always 
knew yon to be a mighty honeſt gentleman, and good 
faith it often went to the heart o' me to ſee you ia 
abuſed, Dear, dear have I often ſaid to myſelf (when 
they 12. had a private meeting juſt after you have been 
gone >" "EW 

Car, Ha! 


or, 


py 


San. Hold, Maſter, don't kill him yet. [Ts Car. Hue. 

Lep. I ſay 1 have ſaid to myſelf, what wicked things 

are women, and what pity it is they ſhould be ſuffer d 

in a Chriſtian country; what a ſhame they ſhould be 

allow'd to play „ p with mien of W 
| 2 an 
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and lead them thro' thorns and briars, and rocks, and 
rugged ways, till their hearts are all torn to pieces, 
like an old coat in a fox-chace ; I ſay, I have {aid to 
myſelf 
Car. Thou haſt ſaid enough to thyſelf, but ſay a little 
more to me : Where were theſe ſecret meetings thoy 
. talk'ſt of ? | | SY 

Lap. In ſundry places, and by divers ways; ſometime, 
in the cellar, ſometimes in the garret, ſometimes in the 
court, ſometimes in the gutter ; but the place where the 
kiſs of kiſſes was given was——— | 

Car. In Hell. 

Lab. Sir! 

Car. Speak, fury, what doft thou mean by the kif; 
of kiſſes ? 

Lep. The kils of peace, Sir, the kiſs of union; the 
kiſs of conſummation. 

Car. Thou ly'ſt, villain. | 

Le. I don't know but | may, Sir, What the 
Devil's the matter now? | 2 
Car. There's not a word of truth in all thy curſed 

tongue has utter'd. 

Lep. No, Sir, I-—I——bgelieve there ts not. 

Car. Why then didſt thou ſay it, wretch ? 

Lop. O— = only in jeſt, Sir. 

Car I am not in a jeſting condition. 

Lop. Nor I at preſent, Sir. ; 
Car, Speak then the truth, as thou wouldſt do it at 
the hour of death. 
lap. Yes, at the gallows, and be turn'd off as ſoon as 
I've done. | Li. 

Car, What's that you murmur ? We 

Los. Nothing but a ſhort prayer. 

Car, I am diſtracted, and fright the wretch from 
telling me what I am upon the rack to know. (4%. 
F ive me, Lopez, I am to blame to ſpeak thus harſhly 
fo thee : let this obtain thy pardon, (Gives him money.) 
Thou ſee*ſt I am difturb'd. 14 
Lap. Yes, Sir, I ſee I have been led into 'a ſnare; 
have ſaid o much, ou 
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Car. And yet you muſt ſay more; nothing can leſſen 
yy torment, but a farther knowledge of what cauſes my 
miſery. Speak then! Have I any thing to hope? 
Lo. Nothing; but that you may be a happier ba- 
chelor, than my maſter may probably be a married man: 

Car. Married, ſay'ſt thoy-? | 

J 1 did, Sir, and believe he'll ſay ſo too in a 
:welvemonth, . MATT — 

Car. O torment ! —— hut give me more on't: 
When, how, to whom, where ? 5 : 

Leb. Yeſterday, to Leonora, by the parſon, in the 

antry. 

- Car: Look to't, if this be falſe, thy life ſhall pay the 
torment thou haſt given me: be gone, 

Lop. With the body and the foul o'me, [Ex. Lopez. 

San. Baſe news, Maſter. S 

Car. Now my inſulting rival's ſmile ſpeaks out: O. 
curſed, curſed woman ! 55 | | 

| Enter Jacinta. A 

Facin, I'm come in haſte to tell you, Sir, that as foo 
as the moon's up, my lady will give you a meeting 
in the cloſe-walk by the back-door of the garden; ſhe 
thinks ſhe has ſomething to propoſe to you will certainly 
get her father's-conſent to marry you. $276. 

Car. Paſt ſufferance ! this aggravation is not to be 
borne ; go, thank her — with my curſes : fly——and& 
let them blaſt har, wlile their venom is ſtrong. . [Exit Car. 

Jacin, —————- Won't thou explain? What's this 
ſtorm for? | = 

San, And dar'ſt thou aſk me queſtions, ſmooth-faced 
iniquity, crocodile of Nile, ſyren of the rocks? Go 
carry back the too, gentle anſwer thou haſt received: 
only let me add with the poet: Wee 


e are no fools, trollop, my Maſter nor me; | 
Aud th; Miftreſs may go=——to the Devil with thee. 


# 


E' 3 Jacinta: 
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Jacinta ela. | 
Am I awake !-—-—T fancy not; a very idle dre 
this. Well: III go talk in my ſleep to as lady ne 
it; and when I awake, we'll try what interpretation we 


can-make on't, E 
ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Camillo and Iſabella, 


I's a 1 2 L L 4. 


H OW can you doubt my ſecrecy? Have you not 
proofs of it? 
Cam. Nay I am determin'd to truſt you; but are we 
ſafe here? can no body over-hear us ? 
1/ab. Much ſafer than in a room. No body can come 
within hearing, before we ſee them. 
Cam. And yet how hard 'tis for me to break ſilence! 
Jab. Yeur ſecret ſure muſt be of great importance. 
Cam You may be ſure it is, when J confeſs tis with 
regret I own it e'en to you; and were it poſſible, you 
ſhould not know it. 
1/ab. "Tis frankly own'd, indeed; but *tis not kind, 
perhaps not prudent ; after what you know I already am 
acquainted with, Have not I been bred up with you? 
And am ] ignorant of a ſecret, which were it known—— 
Can. Would be my ruin; I confeſs it would, I own 
ou know why both my birth and ſex are thus diſguiſed; 
Ae know how I was taken from my cradle to ſecure 
the eſtate, which had elſe been loſt by young Camillos 
death; but which is now ſafe in my ſuppoſed father's 
hands, by my paſſing for his ſon; and ris becauſe you 
know all this, I have reſolved to open farther wonders 
to you. But before I ſay any more, you mult reſolve 
one doubt, which often gives me great 9 f 
| | wane 
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whether Don Alvarez ever was himſelf privy to the My- 
ſtery which has diſguifed my ſex, and made me paſs for 
his ſon ? | 

1/ab. What you aſk me, is a thing has often per- 
plexd my thoughts, as well as yours, nor could my 
mother ever reſolve the doubt. You know when that 
young child Camillo dy'd, in whom was wrapt up ſo 
much expectation, from the great eſtate his uncle's will 
(eren before he came into the world) had leſt him; his 
mother made a ſecret of his death to her huſband Alua- 
rex, and readily fell in with a propoſal made her to take 
you (who then was juſt Camillo's Age) and bring you 
up in his room. You have heard how you were then at 
nurſe with my mother, and how your 'own was privy and 
conſenting to the plot; but Don Alvarez was never led 
into it by em. Ae | | | 
Cam. Don't you 
after tell him? 
Jab. Twas ever thought nothing but a death-bed 
repentance cou'd draw it from her to-any one ; and that 
was prevented by the ſuddenneſs of her exit to'*tothex 
world, which did not give her even time to call Hea- 
ven's mercy on her. And yet now I have ſaid all this, 
T own the correſpondence and friendſhip I obſerve he 
holds with your real mother, 2 me Goth ſuſpicion, 
and the — he often makes her (which 7 5 ſeldom 
do for nothing) confirm it. But ſince this is all I can ſay. 
to you on that point, pray let us come to the ſecret, 
which you have made me 1mpatient to hear, 8. 
Cam, Know then, that tho* Cupid is blind, he is not 
to be deceived : I can hide my ſex from the world but 
not from him; his dart has found the way thro? the 
_ garb I wear to pierce a virgin's tender heart 
OVE—— 


then think it probable his wife might 


Lab. How ! 
Cam. Nay be'nt ſurpriz'd at that, J have other won- 
ders for you. | | 
Lab. Quick, let me hear em. 
Cam, I love Lorenzo. © 
Lab. Lorenzo ! Moſt nicely hit. The very man from 
E 4 whom- 
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whom your impoſture keeps this vaſt eſtate ; and who on 
the firſt knowledge of your being a woman wou'd enter 
into poſſeſſion . This is indeed a wonder. 

Cam. Then wonder ſtill, 1 am his wife. 

Lab. Ha! his wife! 11 

Cam. His wife, 1/abella ; and yet thou haſt not all my 
wonders, I am his wife without his knowledge : he does 
not even know Lam a woman. | 

Jab. Madam, your humble ſervant ; if you pleaſe to 

on, I won't interrupt you, indeed 1 won't. 

Cam. Then hear how theſe ſtrange things have paſt; 
Lerenzo, bound unregarded in my fiſter's chains, ſeem'd 
in my eyes a conqueſt worth her care. Nor cou'd [ 
ſee him treated, with contempt, without growing warm 
in his intereſt : I blam'd Lecnora for not being touchyd 
with his nerit; | blam'd her long, till I grew touch'd 
with it myſelf: and the reaſons I gd to vanquiſh her 
heart, inſenſibly made a conqueſt of my own:: Tas 
thus, my friend, I fell. What was next to be done 
my paſſion pointed out; my heart I felt was warm'd 
to a noble enterprize, I gave it way, and boldly on 
it led me. Leonora's name and voice, in the dark ſhades 
of night, 1 borrow'd, to engage the object of my 
wiſhes, I met him, //abel/a, and ſo deceived him; he 
cannot blame me ſure, for much I bleſt him. But to 
finiſh this ſtrange ſtory : in ſhort I own, I long had 
Tov'd, but finding my father moſt averſe to my deſires, 
I at Jaſt had forc'd myſelf to this ſecret correſpondence ; 
T urg'd the miſchiefs would attend the knowledge on't, 
I_urg'd them ſo, he thought them full of weight, fo 
yielded to obſerve what — J gave him: they were, 
to paſs the day in cold indifference, to avoid even ſigns 
or looks of intimacy, but gather for the ſtill, the ſecret 
night, a flood of love to recompence the loſſes of the 
day. I will not trouble you with lovers cares, nor what 
contrivances we form'd to bring this toying to a ſolid 
bliſs. Know only, when three nights we thus had 
paſs*d, the fourth it was agreed ſhould make us one 
tor ever; each kept their promiſe, and laſt night has 


Jain'd us. 
Laab. 


on 
iter 
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1/ab. Indeed. your talents paſs my poor extent; you. 
ſerious ladies are well form'd for buſineſs: What 
wretchad work a poor coquet had made on't! But ſtill. 
there's that remains will try your (kill; you have your 

an, but | 
"os Lovers think no farther, the object of that 
paſſion poſſeſſes all defire ; however. I have. open'd to- 
you my wond'ꝰ rous ſi tuation. If. you can adviſe. me in- 
my difficulties to come, you will. But. ſcee——-My- 


tſband J. 
| Enter Lorenzo. | 

Lor. Tou look as if you were buſy, pray teli me if E 
interrupt you, Pllretire. > "193.5 W890 

Cem. No, no, you have a right to interrupt us, ſince. 
ou were the ſubject of our ditourſe. Wh 

Lor. Was- IP. | 

Cam. You were; nay, Ell tell you how you enter- 
tan'd us too. 

Jor. Perhaps I had as good avoid hearing that. 

Cam. You need: not fear, it was not to your diſadvan- 
tage; I was commending you and ſaying, if I had been. 
avoman I«had been in danger; nay I think. I ſaid I. 
jhou'd infallibly have been in love with you. 

Lor. While ſuch an If is in the war, you run no great 
raque in declaring ;. but you'd be finely, catch'd now, 
ſhou'd ſome wonderful transformation give me a claim: 
to your heart. | —_ | 

Cam. Not ſorry for't at all; for I n&er expect to. find 
a milireſs pleaſe me half.ſo. well as you would. do if I. 
were yours, | 148, . | 

Lor. Since you are ſo well inclin'd to me in your 
wiſhes, Sir, I ſuppoſe (as the fates have ordain'd it) you 
wou'd have ſome. pleaſure in helping me to a.miſtreſs, 


figce you can't be ming yourſelf, 


Cam. Indeed I ſhou'd not. | 

Lor, Then my obligation is but ſmall to you. 

Cam. Why, —. you have a woman, that is in 
love with you herſelf, employ her intereſt to help you to 
another ? : bio 

Ler, No, but you 2 woman might. 
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Cem. Sir, tis as a woman I ſay what I do, and I ſup- 
poſe 8 a woman when J delipn all theſe favours to 
vou: therefore out of that ſuppoſition, I have no othei 
good intentions to you than you may expect ſrom one 
that ſays he's Sir, your humble ſervant. 

Lor. So unleſs Heaven is pleas'd to work a miracle, 
and from a ſturdy young fellow, make you a kind-hearted 
young lady, I'm to get little by your good opinion 
of me. ; 

Cam. Yes; there is one means yet left (on this fide 
a miracle) that wou'd perhaps engage me, if with an 
Honeſt oath you could declare, were I woman, I might 
diſpute your heart even with the firſt of my pretending 


Lor. Then ſolemnly and honeſtly I ſwear, that had you 
been a woman, and I the maſter of the world, I think! 
Mould have laid it at your feet. | 

Cam. Then honeſtly and ſolemnly I ſwear, hencefor- 
wards all your intereſt ſhall be mine. 

Lor. I have a fecret to impart to you will quickly try 

Cam. I've a ſecret to unfold to you will put you even 
to 2 fiery trial. VO OG | 

Lor. What do you mean, Camillo? | 

Can. I mean that I love, where I never durſt yet 
on it, j et where tis in your power to make me the hap- 
ieſt of ——— 2 
f Lor. Explain, Camillo; and be aſſur'd if your hap» 
pineſs is in my power, tis in your own. 

Cam. Alas ! you promiſe me you know not what. 

Lor. I-promiſe nothing but what I will perform; name: 
the perſon: 12 | 

(am. Tis one who is very near to you. Bets 

Lor. If *tis my ſiſter, why all this pain in bringing 
forth the _ 3 

Cam. Alas! it is your — 

Lor. Speak | 

Cam. I cannot yet; farewel. 

Lor. Hold} Pray ſpeak it now, 
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Cam. I muſt not: but when you tell me your ſecret, 


you ſhall know mine. | 

Lor. Mine is not in my power, without the conſent of 
another. f 2 

Cam, Get that conſent, and then we'll try who beſt 
will keep their oaths. 08 

Ler, I am content.. 

Cam. And I. Adieu. 


Ler. Farewel.. Exit Lorenzo 


Euter Leonora and Jacinta, 


Leo. Tis enough: I will revenge myſelf this way; 


if it does but terment him, I ſhall be content to find no- 


other pleaſure in it.. Brother, you'll wonder at my 


change; after all my ill uſage of Lorenzo, I am deter- 


mined to be his wife. 


Cam. How, ſiſter ! ſo ſudden a turn? This inequality 


of temper indeed is not commendable, 
Leo. Your change, brother, is much more juſtly ſur- 


prizing ; you hitherto have pleaded for him ftrongly, 
1 of blindneſs, cruelty, and pride; and now I 


accus? 
yield to your reaſons, and reſolve in his favour, you. 
blame my compliance, and appear againſt his intereſt. 
Cam. | quit his ſervice for what's dearer to me, yours. 
I have learn'd from ſure intelligence, the attack he made 


on you was but a feint, and that his heart is in another's: 


chain; I would not therefore ſee you expos'd, to offer 
up yourſelf to one who muſt refuſe ou. 

Leo. If that be all, leave me my honour to take care 
of; I am no ſtranger to his wiſhes, he won't refuſe me, 
brother, nor I hope will you, to tell him of my reſolu- 
tion: if you do, this moment with my own tongue. 
(thro? al the virgin's blues) I'II own to him I am de- 
termin'd in his fayour——You pauſe as if you'd let the 
taſk lie on me. , | | | 


Cam. Neither on you. nor me; I have a reaſon you are 
yet a ſtranger to: know. then there is a virgin young 
and tender, whoſe peace and happineſs ſo m are 
mine, I cannot ſee her miſerable ; ſhe loves him = 
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that torrent of deſire, that were the world reſign'd her. 

in his ſtead, ſhe'd ſtill be wretched: I will not pique 

you to a female ſtrife, by ſaying you have not charms 
to tear him from her ; but I would move you to a fe. 

male ſoftneſs, by telling you her death wou'd wait your. 
conqueſt, What J have more to plead is as a brother, [ 
hope that gives me ſome ſmall intereſt in you; what- 
e'er it is, you ſee how I'd employ it. * 

Teo. You ne'er cou'd put it to a harder ſervice. I beg 
8 time to think : pray leave me to myſelf a 
while. oo, br 

Cam. I ſhall; I only aſk that you wou'd think, and 
then you won't refuſe me. [Exit Cam, 

Jacin. Indeed, Madam, I'm of your brother's mind, 
tho' for another cauſe ; but ſure 'tis worth thinking 
twice on for your own ſake : you are too violent. 
Leo. A lighted woman knows no bounds. Venge- 
ance is all the cordial ſhe can have, ſo ſnatches at the 
3 Ungrateful wretch ! to uſe me with ſuch inſo- 
ence, 

Facin, You ſee me as much enrag'd at it, as you are 
yourſelf, yet my brain is roving after the cauſe, for 
jomething there muſt be: never letter was receiv'd by 
man with more paſſion and tranſport ; I'was almoſt as. 
charming a goddeſs as yourſelf, only for bringing it. 
Yet when in a moment after I'come with a meſſage worth, 
a dozen on't, never was witch ſo handled ; ſqmething 
muſt have paſs'd between one and t'other, that's ſure, 

Leo. Nothing cou'd paſs worth my enquiring after, 
fince nothing cou'd happen that can excuſe his u age of 
me; he had a letter under my hand which own'd him 
maſter of my heart; and till I contradicted it with my 
mouth, he ought not te doubt the truth on't. | 
* Facin, Nay I confeſs, madam, I han't a word to ſay 
for him, I'm afraid he's a rogue at bottom, as well as 
my ſhameleſs that attends him; we are bit, by my, 
troth, and haply well enough ſerv'd, for liſtning to the 
glib tongues of the raſcals: but be comforted, Madam ;. 
* all into the hands of ſome foul ſluts or other, 

fore they die, that will ſet our account eyen with fe 
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Leo. Well: let him laugh; let him glory. in whag 
he has done: he ſhall ſee I have, a ſpirit can uſe him as 
Jought. 

7 And let one thing be your comfort by the 
way, Madam, that in ſpite of all your dear affections 
to him, you have had the grace. to ay him at arms 
length. You han't thank'd me for't ; but good faith 
'twas well I did not ſtir out of the chamber that fond 
night, For there are times the, ſtouteſt of us are in dan- 
ger, the.raſcals wheedle ſo. 

Leo, In ſhort, my very ſoul is fir d with his treatment: 
and if ever that perfidious monſter ſhould relent, though 
he ſhould crawl like. a poor worm beneath my feet, nay. 
pienge a dagger in his heart, to bleed for pardon ; I 
charge thee ſtrictly, charge thee on thy, life, thou do not. 
urge a look to melt, me toward him, but ſtrongly buoy 
me up in brave reſentment ; and if thou ſee'ſt (which, 
heav'ns avert) a glance of weakneſs in me, rouſe to my. 
memory the vile wrongs I've borne, and blazon them 
with ſkill in all their glaring colours. | 

Jacin. Madam, never doubt me; I'm charged to the 
mouth with fury, and if ever I meet that fat traĩitor of 
mine, ſuch a volley will I pour about his ears —— Now 
heav'n. rp all haſty,vows ; but in the humour I am, 
methinks I'd carry my majden-head to my cold grave 
with me, before I'd. let, it ſimper at the raſcal. But. 
loft ; here comes your father. 


Enter. Alvarez. 


Av. Leonora, I'd have you retire a little, and ſend, 
your brother's tutor to me, Metaphraſtus. 
f [Exit Leo. and Jacin. 
Solus, | 


PI try if. I can diſcover, by his, tutor, what it is that. 
ſeems ſo much to work his iu of late ; for ſomething 


more than common there plainly does appear, yet no-, 
thing ſure that can 4ifturb his ſoul, like what I have to 
torture mine upon his account, Sure nothing in this 
world is worth a troubled mind: what racks has ava- 
rice, ſtretch'd me on! I wanted nothing, kind w—_ 

i 5 ad 
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kad given me a plenteous lot, and ſeated me in great 
abundance; why then approve I of this impoſture? 
What have I gain'd by it? Wealth and, miſery.” I have 
barter'd peace ful days for reſtleſs nights; a wretched. 
Bargain ] and he that merchandiſes thus, muſt be undone. 


at laſt, 
Enter Metaphraſtus. 


Metaph. Mandatum tiuum curo diligenter. 

Ad. Maſter, I had a mind to all you — | 

Metaph. The title, maſter, comes from Magis and. 
Ter, which is as much to ſay, rice worthy, 

Av. I never heard ſo much before, but it may be true 
for ought I know: but, maſter — — _ 

Melaph. Go on. 

Ato. Why fo I will if you'll let me, but don't inter- 
rupt me then.. 

Metaph. Enough, proceed. 

Av. Why then, maſter, for a third time, my fon 
Camillo gives me much uneaſineſs of late; you know L 
love him, and have many careful thoughts about him. 

Metaph. Tis true... Fil non poteſt preferri nift filius. 

Abo, Maſter, when one has buſineſs to talk on, theſe 
ſcholaſtic expreſſions are. not of uſe; I believe you a great 
Latiniſt ; - poffibly you may underſtand Greet : thoſe who 
recommended you to me, ſaid fo, and I am willing it 
ſhould be true: but the thing I want to diſcourſe. you 
about at preſent, does not properly give you an occaſion 
to diſplay your learning. Beſides, to tell you truth, twill 
at all times be. loſt upon me; my father was a. wife man, 
but he taught: me nothing beyond common ſenſe ; I: 
know but one tongue in the world, which luckily being 
underſtood by. you as. well as me, IL fancy whatever, 
thoughts we have to communicate: to one another, may 
reaſonably be convey *d in that, without having recourſe 
to the language of Julius Cæſar. 79 

Metaph. You are wrong, but may proceed. 

Alv. I thank you: what is the matter, I do not know + 
but tho? it is of the utmoſt. conſequence. to me to wy 

5 | ay 
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my ſon, what match ſoever I propoſe to him, he till 
6nds ſome pretence or other to decline it, | 

Metaph. He is, perhaps, of the humour of a brother of 
Marcus Tullius, who——— | | 

Alv. Dear maſter, leave the Gee, and the Latins; 
and the Scotch, and the e, and let me go on in my 
bulineſs 3 what have thoſe people to do with my ſon's- 
marriage ? * | 

Metaph. Again you are wrong; but go on. | 

Av. I ſay then, that 1 have ſtrong apprehenſions from 
his refuſing all my propoſals, that he may have ſome ſe- 
cret inclination of his own ; and to confirm me in this 
fear, I yeſterday obſerved him (without his knowing 
it) in a corner of the grove, where nobody comes - 

Metaph. A place out of the way, you would ſay; a. 
place of retreat, Work 

Alu. Why, the corner of the grove, where nobody 
comes, is a place of retreat, is it not ? | 

Metaph, In Latin, feceſſus. 

Aly. Ha l. 4 

Metaph As Virgil has it. Eff in ſeceſſu locus. 
Av. How could Virgil have it, when I tell you no 
ſoul was there but he and 17 | | 

Metaph. Virgil is a famous author, I quote his faying- 
as a phraſe more proper to the occaſion than that you uſe, 
and not as one who was in the wood with you. 

Alu. AndI tell you, I hope to be as famous as any 
Virgil of em all, when I have been dead as long, and 
have no need of a better phraſe than my own to tell you - 
my meaning. PALL Ro 

Metaph. You ought however to make choice of the. 
words moſt us'd by the beft authors. Tu oivendo boxes, 
as they ſay, /cribendo ſequare peritos. 

Ju. Again! 

Metaph. Tis Quintilian's own precept; 

Av. Oons—— 

Metaph. And he hath ſomething very learned upon it, 
that may be of ſervice to you to hear. 

Au. You ſon of a whore, will you hear me * ? 
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Metaf h. What. may be the. occaſion of this unmanly- 
paſſion ? What is it you would have with me ? 

Alu. What you might have known an hour ago, if 
you had pleas'd. 

: 9 You would then have me hold my peace — 
- ſhall. 

A. You will do very well. 

Metaph. You ſee I do; well, go on. 

Av. Why then, to begin once again, I ſay my ſon. 
Camill;——— | 

Metaph. Proceed; I ſhan't interrupt you. 

Atv. | ſay, my ſon Camillo TER 

Metaph. What is it you ſay of your, ſon. Camilo? 

Av. That he has got a dog of a. tutor, whoſe brains 
II beat out, if he won't hear me ſpeak, 

Metaph. That dog is a philoſopher, contemns paſſion, | 
and yet will hear you, | 

4” 3 I don't bejieye a word on't, but I'll try once- 
again; [ have a mind to know. from you, whether you 
have obſerv'd any thing in my fon——-— 

Metaph. Nothing that is like his father. Go on. 

Av. Haye a care. | | 

Metaph. I do not interrupt you; but you. are long in 
coming ta a congluſion. 

Alv,. Why, thou. haſt not let me begin yet. 

Mctaph. And yet 'tis high time to have made an end. 

Aly, Doſt thou know thy danger? I hay e not — 
thus much parience left. | 

f [Cberuing the end of his fipger-. 

Meteph. Mine is already conſum'd. I do not ufe to 
be thus treated; my profeſſion is to teach, and not to 
hear, yet I have hearken'd like a ſchool-boy, and am 
not heard, altho' a maſter, . | 

Av. Get out of the room. 

Mel aph. I will. not. If che mouth of a wiſe man be 
ſhut, he is, as it were, a fool; for who ſhall know his 
underſtanding ? therefore a certain philoſopher ſaid. well, 
Speak, that thou may'ſt be known; great talkers, with- 
out knowledge, are as the wIMds that whiſtle ; but they 
who haye learning, ſhould. ſpeak aloud. If this _— 
; | no 
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not permitted, we may expect to ſee the whole order of 
nature o'erthrown ; hens devour foxes, and lambs de- 
troy wolves, nurſes ſuck children, and children give 
ſuck ; generals mend ſtockings, and chambermaids take 
towns; we may expect, | fay———— 
Alv. That, and that, and that, and——— 
[Strikes him, and kicks bim; and then follows him 
off with a bell at bis tan. e 
Maaph. O tempora  O mores J 


a ii. 


ACT III. 8CENE'E 
S C E N E, The Street. 


— 


4 Enter Lopez. * | da 


Lip. C Ometimgs fortune ſeconds. a bold: deſign, and, 
when folly has brought us into a trap, impu- 
dence brings us out on't; .. I have been caught by this 
hot-headed lover here, and have told like a puppy what 
{ ſhall-be beaten for like a dog. Come! courage, my 
dear. Lopez ; fire will fetch out fire: thou haſt told one 
body thy maſter's ſecret, een tell it to half a dozen more, 
and try how that will thrive ; go tell it to the two eld 
Dons, the lovers fathers. The thing's done, and can't 
be retriev'd ; perhaps, they'll lay their two ancient- 
heads together, club a pennyworth- of wiſdom a- piece, 
and with great penetration at laſt find out, that *tis beſt 
to ſubmit, where tis not in their power to do otherwiſe. 
This being reſolv'd, there's no time to be loſt. 
[ Knacks at Alvarez's door. 


Alv. Who knocks ? [u itbin. 
Lop. Lotex. | 
Av. What doſt want? [ Looking out. 


Lop, To bid you good-morrow, Sir. | 
aiv. Well, good-morrow tv thee again. any 
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Lap. What a l think he does not care for my 


com an . 15 + 4b Knocks a ain. 
| to. Who knocks ? | : 
Lep. Lopez. by. | 
Fly. What would'ſt have? | [ Looking out. 
Lop, My old maſter, Sir, gives his ſervice to you, and 
defires to know how you do. 


Ale. How I do? Why well: how ſhou'd I do ? Ser. 


vice to him again. [ Retires, 
Lep. Sir. | 
Ale. [returning.]. What the deuce wouldſt thou have 
with me, with thy -morrows, and thy ſervices ? 


Lep. This man does not underſtand good breeding, I 
find. It.] Why, Sir, my maſter has ſome very ear- 
neſt buſineſs with you. { : 

Au. Buſineſs! About what? What buſineſs can he 
have with me? 

Lep. I don't know, truly ; but *tis ſome very i 
tant matter: he has juſt now (as I hear) diſcover'd ſome 

t ſecret, which he muſt needs talk with you about. 
Au. Ha! a ſecret, ſay'ſt thou? 
Lep. Ves; and bid me brin 3 if you were at 
home, he'd be with you pelkkacy. Sir, your humble 
ſervant. e [ Exit Lopez. 


Alvarez /olus. 


A ſecret : and muſt ſpeak with me about it! Heav'ns, 
how I tremble! What can this meſſage mean ? I have 
very little acquaintance with: him, what buſineſs can he 
have with me? An important ſecret *twas, he ſaid, and 
that he had juſt diſcover'd it. Alas, I have in the 
world but one, if it be that I'm loſt; an eternal 
blot muſt fix upon me. How unfortunate am I, that | 
have not follow'd the honeſt counſels of my heart, which 
have often urg'd me to ſet my conſcience at eaſe, by 
rendering to him the eſtate that is his due, and which by 
a foul-tmpoſture 1 keep from him. But tis now, too late; 
my villainy is out, and I ſhall not only be forc'd with 
ſhame to reſtore him what is his, but. ſhall be per- 
haps condemn'd to make him reparation with my own. 
O terrible view. * Euter 


The M1i$STA=KxE,. 115 


Enter Don Felix. 


Don Fel. My ſon to go and marry her, without her fa- 
ther's knowledge? This can never end well, I don't. 
know what to do, he'll conclude I was privy to it, and 
his power and intereſt are ſo great at court, he may- with 
eaſe contrive my ruin : I tremble at his ſending to ſpeak 
with me—— Mercy on me, there he is. Alide. 

Alv. Ah! Shield me, kind heaven ! There's Don 
Felix come: how I am ſtruck with the ſight of him! O 


the torment of a guilty mind! Ade. 
Don Fel. What ſhall I ſay to ſoften him? Aide. 


i Alv. How ſhall J look him in the face ? Aſide. 
; Don. Fel. Tis impoſſible he can * it, [Alide. 
Alv. To be ſure he'll expoſe me to the whole World. 


Don Fel. I ſee his countenance change. Ade. 
Av. With what contempt he looks upon me ! [ae, 
Don Fel. I fee, Don Alvarez, by the diſorder of your 
_ you are but too well inform'd of what brings me 
v. Fis true. 1 
Don Fel. The news may well ſurprize you, tis what 
, J have been far from apprehending. 
Mv. Wrong, very wrong, indeed, 
Don Fel. This action is certainly to the laſt point to 
F be condemn'd, and I think nobody ſhould pretend to 
G excuſe the guilty, 
4 gi. They are not to be excus'd, tho*' heaven may 
have mercy, 5 
| 
| 
| 
f 


* * » 


Don Fel. That's what I hope you will conſider, 
Alv. We ſhould act as Chriſtians, 
Don Fel. Moſt certainly. 
Aly. Let mercy then prevail. DES 
Don Fel. It is indeed of heavenly birth. 
av. Generous Don Felix! 
| Don Fel. Too indulgent Alvarez J 
| Aly. I thank you on my knee. 
| Don Fel. Tis I ought to have been there firſt. 
lad [T hey 1 
ö Alu. 
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Atv. Is it then poſſible we are friends? 

Don Fel. Embrace me to confirm it. [They embrace, 

Av. Thou beſt of men! 

Don Fel. Unlook'd- for bounty 

Alu. Did you know the torment [] this un- 
happy action has given me 

on Fel. Tis impoſſible it could do otherwiſe ; nor 
has my trouble been leſs. , 

Av. But let my misfortune be kept ſecret, 

Don Fel. Moſt willingly ; my advantage is ſufficient 
Wo, without the vanity of making 1t publick. to the 
world, 

Alu. Incomparable goodneſs! That I ſhould thus 
have wronged a man fo worthy! [ Aſide.] My honour 
then is ſafe ? 1 1 900 n 
Don Fel. For ever, even for ever let it be a ſecret, I 
am content. \ 7 © 

Atv. Noble gentleman ! [Ad.] As to what advan- 
tages ought to accrue to you by it, it ſhall be all to your 
entire ſatisfaction. © NY | 
Don Fel. Wonderful bounty! [4/ide.] As to that; 
Don Alvarez, I leave it entirely to you, and ſhall be 
content with. whatever you think reaſonable. 

Av. I thank you, from my ſoul I muſt, you know I 
muſt.—— This muſt be an angel, not a man. { Afede. 

Don Fel. The thanks lie on my fide, Alvarex, for 
this unexpected generoſity, but may all. faults be. forgot, 
and heav'n ever proſper you. | 
A. The ſame prayer I, with a double fervour, offer 
up for you. 

Don Fel: Let us then once more embrace, and be for- 
giveneſs ſeal'd for ever. 

Al. Agreed ; thou beſt of men, agreed. 
| [They embrace, 

Don Fel. This thing then being thus happily termi- 
nated, let me own to you, Don Alvarez, I was in ex- 
treme apprehenſions of. your utmoſt reſentment on this 
occaſion ; for | could not doubt but you had form'd 
more happy views in the diſpoſal of ſo fair a daughter 
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as Leonora, than my poor ſon's inferior fortune e'er can 
anſwer; but ſince they are join'd, and that 
Av. Ha! 
Don Fel. Nay, 'tis very likely to diſcoutſe of it may 
rot be very pleaſing to you, tho' your chriſtianity and 
- ratural neſs have prevail'd on you ſo generouſly to 
forgive it. But to do juſtice to Leonora, and ſkreen her 
from your too harſh opinion in this unlucky action, *twas 
that cunning wicked creature that attends her, who by 
unuſual arts wroeght her to this breach of duty, for her 
own inclinations were diſpos'd to all the modeſty and re- 
ſignation a father could aſk from a daughter; my ſon 
I can't excuſe, but fince your bounty does ſo, I hope 
you'll quite forget the fault of the leſs guitty Leonora. 
Alo. What a miſtake have I lain under here! And 
from a groundleſs apprehenſion of one misfortune, find 


myſelf in the certainty of another. [Alt. 
Don Fel. He looks diſturb'd; what can this mean? 
| Ajedt. 


Alu. My 21 marry' d to his fon !——Contuſion. 
But | find myſelf in ſuch unraly agitation, ſomething 
wrong may happen if I continue with him; I'll there- 
fore leave him, | [ A/rde. 
Don Fel. You ſeem thoughtful, Sir, I hope there's 
no 
Av. A ſadden diſorder I am ſeiz'd with; you'll par- 
don me, I muſt retire, [ Exit Alvarez. 
Den Felix ſolus. | ; 
I don't like this :—He went oddly off—I doubt he 
finds this bounty difficult to go through with, His na- 
tural reſentment is making an attack upon his acquir'd 
generoſity : pray heaven it ben't too ſtrong for't. The 
misfortune is a great one, and can't but touch him near- 
ly. It was not natural to be ſo calm; I wiſh it don't 
yet drive him to my ruin, But here comes this young 
ot-brain'd coxcomb, who with his mid-night amours 
his been the cauſe of all this miſchief to me. 


Enter 


118 be Misr AEK x. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


So, Sir, you are come to receive my thanks for your 
noble exploit ? You think you have done, bravely now, 
ungracious offspring, to ay, perpetual troubles on me, 
Muſt there never paſs a day, but I muſt drink ſome bit. 
ter potion or other of your preparation for me ? 

Lor. I am amaz'd, Sir; pray what have I done to 
deſerve your anger ? | 

Don Fel. Nothing; no manner of thing in the 
world; nor never do. I am an old telly fellow, and am 
always ſcolding, and finding fault for nothing; com- 
plaining that I have got a coxcomb of a ſon, that makes 
me weary of my life, fancying he perverts the order of 
nature, turning day into night, and night into day ; 

etting whims in my brain, that he conſumes his life in 
Sleneſs, unleſs he rouſes now and then to do ſeme noble 
ſtroke of miſchief ; and having an impertinent dream at 
this time, that he has been — (rh the fortune of the fa- 
mily, by an underhand marriage with the daughter of a 
man who will cruſh us all to powder for it. Ah—— 
ungracious wretch ; to bring an old man into all this 
trouble ! The pain thou gav'ſt thy mother to bring thee 
into the world, and the plague thou haſt given me to 
keep thee here, make the getting thee (tho' *rwas in 
our honey-moon) a bitter remembrance to us both. 


[Exit Don Felix. 
Lorenzo ſolus. | 
S0 all's out Here's a noble ſtorm ariſing, and 

Im at ſea in a cock-boat. But which way could this 

buſineſs reach him ? By this traitor Lopez — it muſt be 

ſo; it could be no other way; for only he, and the 

prieſt that marry'd us, knew of it. The 'villain will ne- 

ver confeſs tho*, I muſt try a little addreſs with him, 

and conceal my anger. O, here he comes, 

885 Ke Inter Lopez, 

Lor. Lopex. 

Ly Lor. } 
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Ler. I find all's diſcover'd to my father, the ſecret's 
out; he knows my marriage. 

Lop. He knows your — How the peſt ſhould 
that happen ? Sir, tis impoſlible ; that's all. 

Lor. I tell thee tis true; he knows every noſes of 
it, 

Lop. He does !——— Why then, Sir, all I can fay i is, 
that Satan and he are better acquainted than the devil 
and a good Chriſtian ought to be. 

Lor. Which way he has diſcover'd it I can't tell, nor 
am | much concern'd to know, fince beyond all my ex. 
pectations, I find him perfectly eaſy at it, and ready to 
excuſe my fault with better reaſons than 1 can find to do 
it myſelf, 

Lop. Say you fo ?!———1I am very glad to hear that, 
* all's ſafe, | Aide. 

. 'Tis une 3 good fortune; but it could ne- 
ver nm purely from his own tem per, there muſt 
have been pains taken with him to bring him to this 
calm; I'm ſure I owe much to the bounty of ſome friend 
or other; ; Iwiſh I knew where my obligation lay, that I 
might acknowledge it as I ought. 

l.oþ, Are you thereabout's, faith ? Then —_ the 
word ; I'gad I'll own the thing, and receive his. boun 
for't, [Hfide. ] Why, Sir——not that I pretend to make 
a merit o'the-matter, for alas, I am but your poor hire- 
ling, and therefore bound in duty to render you all the 
ſervice I can But tis | have don't, 

Ler. What haſt thou done? 

Lep. What no man elſe could have done ; ; the job; Sir, 
told him the ſecret, and then'talk*dhim into a liking on' t. 

Lor. Tis impoſſible; thou doſt not tell me true. 

Top. Sir, I ſcorn to reap any thing from another man's 
Jabours, but if this poor piece of ſervice carries any me- 
rit with it, you now know where to reward it, 

_ Thou art not ſerious ! a 

b. I am ; or may hunger be my meſs- mate. 

Lor. And may Canine be — if 1 don't reward 

thee for't, 0 deſerv A— Dead. 


ating u pa at him. 
[Mating a þ Ly 
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Lap. Have a care there [ L eaping on one fide.) Wust de 
vou mean, Sir ? I bar all ſurpriſe. 
Lor. Traitor, is this the fruit of the truſt I plac'd in 


'thee, villain ? [Making another thruſt at hint. 
Lor. Take heed, Sir; you'll do one a miſchief before 
you're aware. | 


Lob. What recompence can'ſt thou make me, wretch, 
for this piece of treachery? Thy ſordid blood can't ex- 
Piate the thouſandth——But T'll have it however. 

| | [Thrufts again, 

Zop. Look you there again: pray, Sir, be quiet; i3 
the devil in you ? Tis bad jeſting with edg'd tools, 
T'gad that laſt puſh was within an inch o' me. I don't 
know what you make all this buſtle about, but I'm ſure 
I've done all for the beſt, and I beheve it will prove for 
the beſt too at laſt, if you'll have but a little patience, 
But if gentlemen will be in their airs in a moment — 
Why, what the dence——Pm fore I have been as elo. 
quent as Cicero, in your behalf; and I don't doubt to good 
purpoſe too, if you'll give things time to work. But no- 
thing but foul language, and naked ſwords about the 
boats, fa, ſa ; run you through you dog; why, nobody 
can do buſineſs at this rate. 

N Lor. And ſuppoſe your project fails, and I'm ruin'd 
it, Sir. | 

. "Log. Why, 'twill be time enough to kill me then, Sir? 

won'tit ? What ſhould you do it for now ? Befides, I 

an't ready, I'm not prepar'd, I might be undone by*t. 

Lor. But what will Leonora ſay to her marriage being 
known, wretch? 

. Top. Why may be ſhe'll draw —— her ſword too. 

[Shexving his tongue.) But all ſhall be well with you both, 

if you will but let me alone. 3 

Lor. Peace; here's her father. 8 ä 

Lop. That's well: we ſhall ſee how) things Fo pre- 

ſently. | canta Sujand- 
Enter Den Alvarez, ' 

Av. The more I recover from the diſorder this dif 
' courſe has put me in, the more ſtrange the whole ad- 

. 4 A 4 venture 
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venture appears to me. Leonora maintains there is not a 
word of truth in what I have heard; that ſhe knows no- 
thing of marriage: and indeed ſhe tells me this, 
with ſuch a naked air of ſincerity, that for my part I be- 
lieve her. What then muſt be their proje& ? Some vil- 
lainous intention, to be ſure; tho' which way, I yet am 
ignorant. But here's the bridegroom ; III accoſt him 
I] am told, Sir, you take upon you to ſcanda- 
lize my daughter, and tell idle tales of what can never 
happen. | | | 

Lop. Now methinks, Sir, if you treated your ſon-in- 
law with a little more civility, things might go juſt as 
well in the main, | | 

Ale. What means this inſolent fellow by my ſon-in- 
law! ] ſuppoſe *tis you, villain, are the author of this 
impudent ſtory. | $4. 

Lop. You ſeem angry, Sir——perhaps without cauſe, 

Alv. Cauſe, traitor! Is a cauſe wanting where a 
daughter's defam'd, and a nobte family ſcandaliz'd? 

Lop. There he is, let him anſwer you. 

Alv. I ſhou'd be glad, he'd anſwer me, why, if he 
had any deſires to my daughter, he did not make his 
approaches like a man of honour, | 

Lop. Yes ; and ſo have had the doors bolted againſt 
him like a houſe-breaker. | | Lfede. 

Lor. Sir to juſtify my proceeding, I have little to ſay; 
but to excuſe it, I have much; if any allowance may 
be made to a paſſion, which in your youth you have 
yourſelf been ſway'd by : I love your daughter to that 
exceſs | 

Av. You would undo her for a night's lodging. 

Lor. Undo her, Sir ? 

Av. Yes, that's the word; you knew it was againſt 
her intereſt to marry you, therefore you endeavour'd to 
win her to't in private; you knew her friends would 
make a better bargain for her, therefore you kept your 
deſigns from their knowledge, and yet you love her to 
that exceſs | | 

Ler, I'd readily lay down my life to ſerve her. 

Vol. II. h F 


Alu. 
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Av. Could you readily lay down fifty thouſand piſ. 
toles to ſerve her, your exceſſive love would come with 
better credentials ; an offer of life is very proper for the 
attack of a counterſcarp, but a thouſand ducats will 
ſooner carry a lady's heart; you are a young man, but 
will learn this when you are older. | | 

Lop. But ſince things have ſucceeded better this once, 
Sir, and that my maſter will prove a moſt incomparable 
good huſband (for that ke*l} do, I'll anſwer for him) and 
that *tis too late to recall what's already done, Sir 

Alu. What's done, villain ? | 

Let. Sir, I mean, that ſince my maſter and my lady 
are marry'd, and | 

Av. Thou ly'ſt ; they are not marry'd, 

Lap. Sir! J ſay, that ſince they are marry'd, 
and that they love each other ſo paſling dearly, indeed [I 
fancy that—— 

Alv. Why, this impudence is beyond all bearing; 
Sir, do you put your raſcal upon this? | 

Lor. Sir, I am in a wood; I don't know what it is 
you mean, 

Aly And I am in a plain, Sir, and think I may be 
underſtood; do you pretend you are marry'd to my 
daughter? | 
lor. Sir, 'tis my happineſs on one fide, as it is my 
misfortune on another. | 

Av. And do you think this idle project can ſucceed ? 
do jou believe yout affirming you are marry'd to her, 
will induce both her and me to conſent it ſhall be ſo ? 

Lep. Sir, I ſee ou make my maſter almoſt out of his 
wits to hear you talk ſo : but |, who am but a ſtander- 
by now, as |] vas at the wedding, have mine about me, 
and deſire to know, whether you think this project can 
ſucceed ? Do you believe your athrming they are not 
marry'd, will induce both him and I to give up the 
lady? One ſhort queſtion to bring this matter to an iſſue, 
Why do you think they are not marry'd ? 

Av. Becauſe ſhe utterly renounces it. 
Lob. And ſo ſhe will her religion, if you attack it 


with that dreadful face, D'ye hear, Sir? the poor lady 
ih. 1s 
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is in love heartily, and I wiſh all poor ladies that are ſo, 


would 75 70 of themſelves ſo well as ſhe has done; but 


you ſcare her out of her ſenſes : bring her here into the 
room, ſpeak gently to her, tell her you know the thing 
is done, that you have it from a man of honour, Me, 
That may be you wiſh it had been otherwiſe, but are a 
Chriſtian, and profeſs mercy, and therefore have reſolved 
to pardon her: ſay this, and I ſhall appear a man of re- 
putation, and have ſatisfaction made me, 

Av. Or an impudent rogue, and have all your bones 
broke. 

Lep, Content. | 

Av. Agreed, Leonora who's there? call Leonora. 

Lap. All will go rarely, Sir; we ſhall have ſhot the 
gulf in a moment. [Ale to Lorenzo. 


Enter Leonora. 


Alv. Come hither, Leonora. 
. So, now we ſhall ſee. 

Av. I call'd you to anſwer for yourſelf; here's a 
Rrong claim upon you; if there be any thing in the 
pretended title, conceal it no farther, it muſt be known 
at laſt, it may as well be ſo now. Nothing is ſo unealy 
as uncertainty, I would therefore be gladly freed from 
it: if you have done what J am told you have, tis a 
great fault indeed; but as I fear 'twill carry much of its 
puniſhment along with it, I ſhall rather reduce my re- 
ſentmentinto mourning your misfortune, than ſuffer it to 
add to your affliction; therefore ſpeak the truth. 

Lop. Well, this is fair play; now I ſpeak, Sir: you 
ſee, fair lady, the goodneſs of a tender father, nothing 
need therefore hinder you from owning a moſt loving 
huſband, We had like to have been altogether by the 
ears about this buſineſs, and pails of blood were ready 
to run about the houſe ; but, thank heaven, the ſun 
ſuines out again, and one word from your ſweet mouth 
makes fair weather for ever. My maſler has been forc'd 
to own your marriage, he begs you'll do fo too, 

Leo, What does this impudent raſcal mean ? 

Lop, Ha — Madam! 

F 2 | Les. 
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Les. Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know [To Lorenzo] 


What can have been the occaſion of this wild report; 
ſure you cannot be yourſelf a party in it, t; 
Lop. He, he—— h * | 
Lor. Forgive me, dear Leanora, I know you had ſtrong 

reaſons for the ſecret beirg longer kept ; but 'tis not my 

fault our marriage is diſclos'd. SG #e 
Leo. Our marriage, Sir ! — _ 

Lor. is known, my dear, tho' much againſt my will; 
but ſince it is ſo, *twou'd be in vain for us to deny it 
longer. | 

Leo, Then, Sir, I am your wife? I fell in love with 
you, and married you without my father's knowledge? 

Lor. I dare not be fo vain to think 'twas love; I 
humbly am content to owe the bleſſing to your genero- 
ſity; you ſaw the pains I fuffer'd for your ſake, and in 
compaſſion eas'd 'em. 

Leo. I did, Sir! Sure this exceeds all human impu- 
dence. 

Lop. Truly, I think it does. She'd make an incom- 
parable actreſs, | [ Afide, 

Lor. I begin to be ſurpris'd, Madam, at yon carrying 
this thing ſo far; you ſee there's no occaſion for it; and 
for the diſcovery, I have already told you, 'twa: not my 
fault. 

Lep. My maſter's! no, *twas ! did it: why, what a 
buſtle's here! I knew things would go well, and fo they 
do, if folks would let 'em. But if ladies will be in 
their merriments, when geniitmen are upon ſerious bu- 

ſineſs, why what a deuce can one ſay to *em ? 

L.eo. I ſee this fellow is to be an evidence in your plot; 

where you hope to drive, it is hard to gueſs; for if any 

thing can exceed its impudence, it is its folly. A noble 
ſtratagem indeed to win a lady by! I could be diverted 

with it, but that I ſee a face of villainy requires a 

rougher treatment : I could almoſt, methinks, forget my 

ſex, and be m) owa avenger. | 

Lor. Madam, I am ſurpris d beyond all 

Lop. Pray, Sir, let me come to her; you are ſo ſur- 


pris'd, you'll make nothing on't ; ſhe wants a little my 
| ing. 
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bing. Look you, madam, I haye ſeen many a pleaſant 
humour amongſt ladies, but you out-cut, them all. Here's 
contradiction, with a vengeance: you han't been married 
eight-and- forty hours, and you are flap —at your 
huſband's beard already: why, do you conſider who he 
is ? Who this gentleman is? And what he can do 
by law? Why, he can lock you up knock you 
down tie you neck and heels ä 
Lor. Forbear, you infolent villain, you. 
| | +. [Ofering to frike him. 
Leo. That — for what's paſt, however, 
| [Giving hima box & 1h ear. 
Lep. I think—— ſhe gave me a box o' the ear; ha 
3 | | Exit Leonora. 
Sir, will you ſuffer your old ſervants to be us'd thas by 
new comers ? It's a ſhame, a mere ſhame : Sir, will you 
take a poor dog's advice for once? She denies ſhe's mar- 
ried to you : take her at her word ; you have ſeen ſome 
of her humours, ——let her go. 

Alv.. Well, gentlemen, thus far you ſee I kave heard 
all with patience ;: have you content? Or how much 
farther do you deſign to go with this buſineſs? _ 

Lop. Why truly, Sir, f think, we are near at a ſand, 
A "Tas time, you villaan you. 

Log. Why, and I am a villain now, if every word I've 
ſpoke be not as true as———as the Gazette ; and your 
daughter's: no better than a———a———a whimſical 
young woman, for making diſputes among gentlemen, 
And if every body had their deſerts, ſhe'd have a good 
——] won't ſpeak out to inflame reckonings ; but let 
her go, maſter, ' | 

Aly. Sir, I don't think it well to ſpend any more 
words with your impudent and villainous ſervant here. 

Lop. Thank you, Sir: but I'd let her go. 

Alv. Nor have I more to ſay to you than this, that 
you muſt not think ſo daring an affront to my family, can 
go long unreſented. Farewel. [Exit Alu. 

Lor, Well, Sir, what have you to ſay for yourſelf now ? 

_ Lop. Why, Sir, I have only to ſay, that I am a very 
unfortunate — ————middle-ag'd man; and that I — 
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all the ſtars upon heaven and earth have been concern'd 
in my deſtiny. Children now unborn will hereafter ſing 
my downfal in mournful lines, and notes of doleful tune: 
Jam at preſent troubled in mind, deſpair around me, 
lignify'd in appearing gibbets, with a great bundle of 
1 by way of preparation. 
I therefore will go ſeek ſome mountain high, 

If high enough ſome mountain may be found, 

With diſtant valley dreadfully profound, | 

And from the horrid cliff look calmly all around. 


Farewel. [Ali. 
Lor. No, firrah, I'll fee your wretched end myſelf, 
Die here, villain. Draauing his ſword, 


 Lop. I can't, Sir, if any body looks upon me, 
Lon. Away, you trifling wretch ; but think not to 


eſcape, for thou ſhalt have thy recompence. | 
A | [Ex Lorenzo, 


Lopez /olus. 


Why, what a miſchievous jade is this, to make ſuch 
an uproar in a family the firſt day of her marriage! Why 
my maſter won't ſo. much as get a honey-moon out of 
her; I'gad let her go. If ſhe be thus in her ſoft and 
tender youth, ſhe'll be rare company at threeſcore : 
well, he may do as he pleaſes, but were ſhe my dear, 
I'd let her go Such a foot at her tail, I'd make 
the truth bounce out at her mouth, like a pellet out of a 
pot-gun. | | [ Exit, 


A CT IW. S EN E IL. 
Enter Camillo and Iſabella. 
Lab. . an unlucky accident indeed. | 
1 Can. Ah rr fer Fate has now deter- 


min'd my undoing. This thing can ne'er end, here, 


 Leonora and Lorenzo muſt ſoon come to ſome W ; 
e 


— 
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the difpute is too monſtrous to paſs over, without fur- 
ther enquiry, which muſt diſcover all, and what will be 
the conſequence, I tremble at: for whether Don A- 
da ex knows of the impoſture, or whether he is deceiv'd, 
with the reſt of the world, when once it breaks out, and 
the conſequence is the loſs of that great wealth he now 
enjoys by it, what muſt become of me? All paterral 
affections then muſt ceaſe, and regarding me as an un- 
happy inſtrument in the trouble which will then o'er- 
load him, he will return me to my humble birth, and 
then I'm loſt for ever. For what, alas! will the de- 
ceiv'd Lorenzo ſay ? A wife with neither fortune, birth, 
nor beauty, inſtead of one moſt plenteouſly endow'd 
with all. O heavens ! what a ſea of miſery I have be- 
fore me |! icky aca 

Jab. Indeed you reaſon right, but theſe reflections are 
ill-tim'd; why did you not employ them ſooner ? 

Cam, Becauſe I lov'd. | 

1/ab. And don't you do ſo now? | | 

Cam, I do, and therefore tis I make theſe cruel juſt 
reflections. 

Jab. So that love, I find, can do any thing. 15 

Cam, Indeed it can: its powers are wondrous great, 
its pains no tongue can tell, its blifs no heart conceive, 
crowns cannot recompenſe its torments, heaven ſcarce 
{upplies its joys. My ſtake is of this value: oh counſel 
me how I ſhall ſave it. | 

Jab. Alas! that counſel's much beyond my wiſdom's 
force, I ſee no wav» to help you. 

Cam. And yet tis ſure there's one. 

Lab. What? 

Cam. Death. 

Lab. There poſſibly may be another; I have a thought 
this moment —— perhaps there's nothing in it; yet a 
ſmall paſſage comes to my remembrance, that I regard- 
ed little when it happen'd——T'll go and ſearch for one 
may be of ſervice. But hold; I ſee Don Carlos: he'll 
but diſturb us now, let us avoid him. | 


[Exeunt Camillo and Iſabella. 


F 4 Enter 
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Enter Don Carlos and Sancho. #79 


Car. Repuls'd again! this is not to be borne. What 
tho? this villain's ſtory be a ſalſhood, was I to blame 
to heark en to it? This uſage eannot be ſupported: how 
was it ſhe treated thee? 

Sar. Never was ambaſſador worſe receiv'd. Madam, 
my maſter aſks ten thouſand pardons, and humbly begs 
one moment's interview : —-—Begone, you raſcal you, 
Madam, what anſwer ſhall give my Matter ? ell 
him he's a villa. Indeed, fair lady, I think this is 
haſty treatment Here, my Wotmen, toſs me this fellow 
out at the window; and away ſhe went to her devotions, 
Car. Did you ſee Jacinta? 

San. Yes ;. ſhe faluted me with half a ſcore ro — and 


raſcals too. I think our deſtinies are much alike, Sir; 
and o' my conſeience, a couple of ſcurvy — 9 we are 
hamper'd with. 


Car. Ungrateful woman, to receive with ſuch contempt 

ſo quick a return of a heart ſo juſtly alarm'd. 
m. Ha, ha, ha. 

Car. What, no allowance to be made to the firſt tranſ- 
ports of a lover's fury, when rons'd by ſo dreadful an 
appearance ? as juſt as my ſuſpicions were, have I long 
ſuffer'd them to arraign her? 

Sen, No. 

Car. Have I waited for oaths or imprecations to Ger 
her ? 


San. No. 
Car. Nay, even now is not the whole world Rill in 


ſuſpenſe about her? whilſt T alone conclude her innocent. 
San. Tis very true. 
Car. She might, methinks, thro' this profound re- 
_ obſerve a flame another would have cherifh'd : 
e might ſupport me againſt groundleſs fears, and fave 
me from a rival's tyranny ; ſhe might releaſe me from 
theſe cruel racks, and would, no doubt, if ſhe cou'd love 
as I do. | 
Sar, Ha, ha, ha. 
Car. But ſince the don't, what * I whining here ? 


Curle on the baſe humilities of love. 
San. 


The Misr ARK x. 129 


San. Right. 5 Il a he hes | 

Car, Let children kiſs the rod that fleas them, let dogs 
tie down and'lick'the ſhoe that ſpuros them. 

Cas. A. / ðͤ . | 

Car. I am a wan by nature meant for power; the 
ſcepter's given us to wield, and we betray our trub. 
whenever we meanly lay it at a woman!s feet. | 

San. True, we are men, boo — Came, Maſter, 
us both be in a paſſion ; here's my ſcepter, ¶ Shetuing a 
cudgel] Subject Jacinta, look about you. Sir, was you 
ever in My/cowy ?. the women there love the men dearly ; : 
why ? becauſe —— [ ſhaking his flick] there's your love- 
powder for you. Ah, Sir, were we but wiſe and ſtout, . 
what work ſhould we make with them 1 Put this humble 
loye-making, ſpoils them all. A rare way indeed to 
bring matters about with them ; we are perſuading them . 
all day they are angels and Goddeſſes, in order to uſe - 
them at night like human. creatures; we are like to 
ſucceed truly. 3. nd! 
. Cary For my part I never yet could bear a flight from 
any thing, nor will I no-. There's but one way how- 
ever to reſent it from a woman : and that's to drive her 
bravely from your heart, and place a worthier in her 


vacant throne. 


San. Now, with ſubmiſſion to my betters, I have an- 
other way, Sir, Pl} drive my : tyrant from my heart, 
and place myſelf in her throne... Ves; I will be lord 
of my own tenement, and keep my houſhold in or- 
der. Wou'd you wou'd do ſo too, Maſter; for look 
yon, 1 have been ſervitor in a college at Salamanca, and 
read philoſophy with the doctors; where I found that 
a woman, in all times, has been obſerved to be an ani- 
mal hard to underſtand, and much inclined to miſchief. 
Now as an animal is always an animal, and a captain 
always a captain, ſo a woman is always a woman: 
whence it is, that a certain Greek. fays, her head is like 
a bank of ſand; or, as another, a ſolid rock; or, ac-- 
cording to a third, a dark lanthorn, Pray, Sir, obſerve, 


for this is cloſe reaſoning; and ſo as the head is the 


head of the body; and mw the body without a head, 
5 18 
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is like a head without a tail; and that where there is 
neither head nor tail, *tis a very ſtrange body: ſo I 
ſay a woman is by compariſon, do you ſee, (for nothing 
explains things like compariſons) I ſay by compariſon, 
as Ariſtotle has often ſaid before me, one may compare 
her to the raging ſea ; for as the ſea, when the wind 
riſes, knits its brows like an angry bull, and that waves 
mount upon rocks, and rocks mount upon waves : 
that porpuſles leap like trouts, and whales ſkip about 
like gudgeons ; x ha ſhips roll like beer-barrels, and 
mariners pray like ſaints ; juſt ſo, I ſay a woman 
A woman, I ſay, juſt ſo, when her reaſon is ſhip-wreck'd 
upon her paſſion, and the hulk of her underſtanding 
lies thumping againſt the rock of her fury ; then it is, 
I fay, that by certain immotions, which — um cauſe, 
as one may ſuppoſe, a ſort of convulſive yes — 
hurricanious um like in ſhort, a woman 
is like the Devil. 6-13! 

Car. Admirably reaſon'd indeed, Sancho. | 

San. Pretty well, I thank Heaven; but here come the 
crocodiles to weep us into mercy. - 7 
Fueter Leonora and Jacinta, 

Maſter, let us ſhew ourſelves men, and leave their briny 
tears to waſh their dirty faces. | 
Car. It is not in the power of charms to move me. 
San. Nor me, I hope; and yet I fear thoſe eyes will 
look out ſharp to ſnateh up ſuch a prize. | 

; 1 oh [Pointing to Jacinta. 

Jacin. He's coming to us, Madam, to beg pardon ; but 
ſure you'll never grant it him ? 
Leo. If I do may heaven never grant me mine. 
Jacin. That's brave. ba! q | 
Ca,. Lou look, Madam, upon me, as if you thought 
I came to trouble you with my uſual importunities ; I'll 
eaſe you of that pain, by telling you my buſineſs now 
is calmly to aſſure you, but I aſſure it you with Heaven 
and hell for ſeconds; for may the joys of one fly from 
me, whilſt: the pains of t' other overtake me, if pe your 
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charms diſplay'd e'er ſhake my reſolution; III never 
ſee you more. 

San, Bon. | 

Leo. You are a man of that nice honour, Sir, I know 
you'll keep your word: I expected this aſſurance from 
you, and came this way only to thank you for't. 

Facin, Very well, 

Car. You did, imperious dame, you did: how baſe is 
woman's pride! How wretched are the ingredients it is 
form'd of! If you ſaw cauſe for juſt diſdain, why did 
you not at firſt repulſe me? Why lead a ſlave in chains, 
that could not grace your triumphs ? If I am thus to be 
contemn'd, think on the favours you have done the 
wretch, and hide your face for ever. 

San, Well argued. 

Leo. I own 12 have hit the only fault the world can 
charge me with: the favours I have done to you, | am 
indeed aſham'd of; but ſince women have their frailties, 
you'll allow me mine. | 

Car, Tis well, extremely well, Madam. I'm happy 
however, er at laſt ſpeak frankly. I thank you for it: 
from my ſoul I thank you : but don't expe& me grove- 
ling at your feet again; don't, for if I do—— 

Leo. You will be treated as you deſerve ; trod upon. 

Car. Give me patience ;——but I don't want it; I 
am calm: Madam, farewel. ;——be happy if you can; 
by heavens I wiſh you fo, but never ſpread your net for 
me again; for if you do 

Leo. You'll be running into it. | | 

Car. Rather run headlong into fire and flames; ra- 
ther be torn with pincers bit from bit; rather be broil'd 
Hke martyrs upon gridirons——But I am wrong; this 
ſounds like paſſion, and heaven can tell I am not angry: 
Madam, I think we have no farther buſineſs together; 
your moſt humble ſervant. : 

Leo, Farewel t'ye, Sir. 


Car. Come along. [To Sancho. 

[ Goes to the ſeent and returns. 

Yet once more before I go (leſt you ſhould doubt my 
reſolution) may I ſtarve, periſh, rot, be blaſted, dead, 
| * 5 | damn'd, 


* 
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damn'd, or any other thing that men er gods can think 


of, in on any occaſion whatever, civil or military, plea- 
ſure or buſineſs, love or hate, or any other accident of 
life, 1, from this moment, change one word or look 
with you. Going off, Sanclio claps him on the back, 
Leo. Content: come away, Jacinta, 
Carlos returns. 
Car. Yet one word, Madam, if you pleaſe ; I have a 
little thing here belongs to you, a fooliſh bawble I once 
was fond of. [Twitching her picture from his breaſt. 
Will you accept a trifle from your ſervant ? 
Leb. Willingly, Sir; I have a bawble too I think you 
have ſome claim to ; you'll wear it for my ſake. | 
[ Breaks a bratelet from her arm, and gives it him, 
Car. Moſt thankfully; this too I ſhou'd reſtore you, 
it once was yours [ Giving her a table-book.) By 
your favour madam——there is a line or two in it, I 
think you did me once the honour to write with your 
own fair hand. Here it is. | [ Reads, 


Yon hue me, Carlos, and would inoaw 
The fecret moutments of my heart : 
Whether I give you mine or no, | 
With yours, methinks, Id never, never part, 


Thus you have encouraged me, and thus you have de- 
ecived me. | 
San, Very true. 
Leo. I have ſome. faithful lines too; I think I can 
„„ | 
[Palts out @ table-book ; reads, and then gives it him. 
How long forer, to fieh in vain, 
My aeftiny may prove, 
My fate (in ſpite of your di/dain) 
Will kt me glory in your chain, 
And give me leave eternally to love, 


There, Sir, take your poetry again, 


[Throwing it at his 2 
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'Tis not much the worſe for my wearing: *twill ſerve-- 
again upon a freſh occaſion. ; 

Facin. Well done, 

Car. I believe I can return the preſent; Madam, with 
— pocket full of your proſe—— There—— 

{Throwing a handful of letters at her feet. 
co. Jacinta, give me his letters. There, Sir, not 
to be behind-hand with you. 
[Takes a handful of his letters out of a boxy.. 
and throws them in his face. 
Jacin. And there, and there, and there, Sir. 
[ Jacinta zhrows the reſt at him. 

San. *Cods my life, we want ammunition : but for a 
ſhift - There, and there, . ſaucy flat you. 

[Sancho pulls a pack of dirty cards out of his 
pocket, and throws em at ber; then they 
cloſe ; he pulls off her headclothes, and ſhe his - 
wig, and then pa, t, ſhe running to her miſtreſs, 
he to his maſter. 

Facin, I think, Madam, we have clearly the better 
on't, 

Leo. For a poof, I reſolve to keep the field. 

Jacin. Have a care he don't rally and beat you yet 
though : pray walk off. «+4 | 

Leo. Fear nothing. 

San. How the armies ſtand and gaze. at one another 
after the battle! What think you, Sir, of ſhewing your- 
felf a great general, by making an honourable retreat ? 

Car. I ſcorn it: Oh Leonora! Leonora ! A heart like 
mine ſhould not be treated thus. | 

Leo. Carlos Carlos! I have not deſerv'd this uſage. 

Car. Barbarous Leonora! but *tis uſeleſs to reproach: 
you; ſhe that is capable of what you have done, is 
form'd too cruel ever to repent of it. Go on then, 2 
rant; make your bliſs compleat; torment me ſtill, for 
ſill, alas! I love enough to be tormented, 

Leo. Ah Carlos little do you know the tender move- 
ments of that thing you name ; the heart where love 
+" admits no thongths againſt the honour of its 
ruler, 


4 : Car. 


* 
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Car. Tis not to call that honour into doubt, if con- 
ſcious of our own unworthineſs, we interpret every frown 
to our deſtruction. 

Leo. When jealouſy 1 P from ſuch humble ap- 

— it ſhews | If with more reſpe& than yours 
one. 

Car. And where a heart is guiltleſs, it eaſily forgives 
a greater crime. 

Leo. Forgiveneſs is not now in our debate; if both 
have been in fault, tis fit that both ſhould fuffer for it; 
our ſeparation will do juſtice on us. 

Car. But fince we are ourſelves the judges of our 
crimes, what if we ſhould infli& a gentler puniſhment ? 

Teo, Twould but encourage us to fin again. 

Car. And if it ſhou'd ? | 

Leo. Twould give a freſh occaſion for the plealing 
exerciſe of mercy. 

Car. Right: and ſo we act che part of earth and hea- 
ven together, of men and gods, and taſte of both their 
pleaſures. 

Leo. The banquet's too inviting to refuſe it. 

Car. Then thus let's fall on, and feed upon't for ever. 

[Carries her off, embracing her, and kiſſing her hand. 

Leo. Ah woman! fooliſh, fooliſh woman! 

Sean, Very fooliſh indeed. 

Jacin. But don't expect I'II follow her example. 

San. You wou'd, Mopſy, if Id let you. 

WT (ir I'd ſoonet tear my eyes out! ah that the 
a little of my ſpirit m her. 

San. I believe 1 ſhall find thou haſt a great deal of her 
fleſh, my charmer ; but *twon'tdo; I am all rock, hard 
rock, very marble, 

Fain, A very pumice ſtone, you * you, if one 
would try thee; but to prevent thy humilities, and ſhew 
thee all ſubmiflion would be vain ; to convince thee thou 
haſt nothing but miſery and deſpair before thee ; here — 
take back thy paltry thimble, and be in my debt for the 
ſhirts I have made thee with it. 


San. Nay, if y'are at that ſport, Miſtreſs, I believe ! 
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all loſe nothing by the balance of thy preſents. There, 
take thy tobacco- ſtopper, and ſtop thy | 

Jacin. Here, take thy ſattin pincuſhion, with thy cu- 
rious half hundred of pins in't, thou mad'ſt ſuch a 
vapouring about yeſterday : tell them carefully, there's 
not one wanting. 

San. There's thy ivory-hafted knife again, whet ir 
well; *tis ſo blunt *twill cut nothing but love. 

Facin. And there's 5 pretty pocket ſciſſars thou haſt 
honour'd me with, they' II cut off a leg or an arm: hea- 
ven bleſs them. 

San. Here's the inchanted handkerchief you were 
pleaſed to indear with your precious blood, when the 
violence of your love at dinner, t'other day, made you 
cut your fingers There. | 

[ Blows his noſe in it, and gives it her. 

Jacin. The raſcal ſo provokes me, I won't even keep. 
his paltry garters from him. D'ye ſee theſe ? You piti- 
ful beggarly ſcoundrel you : —— There, take 'em, there. 

[Ihe takes her garters off, and ſlaps them about his face. 

San. I have but one thing more of thine, ¶ Sewing 
his cudgel.] I own 'tis the top of all thy preſents, and 
might be uſeful to me; but that thou may'ſt have no- 
thing to upbraid me with, even take it. again with the 
reſt of them. 5 | 

[Lifting it up to firike her, ſhe. leaps about his neck. 

Jacin. Ah cruel Sancho Now beat me, Sancho, do. 

San. Rather, like Indian beggars, beat my precious 
ſelf. . © [Throws away his ſtick, and embraces her. 
Rather let infants blood about the ſtreets, | 
Rather let all the wine about the cellar, 

Rather let Oh Jacinta thou haſt o ercome. 
How fooliſh are the great reſolves of man! 
Reſolves, which we neither wou'd keep, nor can. 
When thoſe bright eyes in kindneſs pleaſe to ſhine, 
Their goodneſs I muſt needs return with mine: 
Bleſs my Jacinta in her Sancho's arms + 
Jacin. And I my Sancho with Tacinta's charms. | 
- F815: STEMS 1 [Exeunt.. 
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ACT v. SEN E I: 
| SCE N E, The Str eet. 

Toh: At. , , 

30%. f Enter Lopez. 


s ſoon as it is might, ſays my maſter to me, tho? 
it coſt me my life, I'll enter I eonora's lodgings ;. 
therefore make haſte, Lopez, prepare every thing ne- 
ceflary, three pair of pocket piſtols, two wide - mouth'd 
blunderbufies, . ſome ſix ells of ſword-blade and a. cou- 
ple of dark lanthorns. When my Maſter ſaid this to 
me; Sir, ſaid I to my maſter, (that is, I would have 
ſaid it, if 1 had. not been in ſuch a fright, I could ſay 
nothing, however I'll ſay it to him now, and ſhall pro- 
bably have. a quiet hearing ;) look you, Sir, by dint 
of reafon I intend to cotrfound yon: you are reſolv'd, 
you ſay, to get into Leonora's lodgings, tho' the Devil. 
ſtand in the door-way.? Ves, Lopez, that's my. 
reſolution —— Very well, and what do you intend 
to do chen you are there? — Why, . what an injur'd 
man thou'd.do ; make her ſenſible of- her 
ſenſible of a pudding, don't you ſee ſhe's a. jade 2 She'll 
xavſe the houſe about your ears, arm the whole family, 
ſet the great dog at you. Were there legions of 
Devils to. repulſe me, in ſuch a cauſe I could diſperſe 
them all — Why then. you have no occaſion for 
help, Sir, you may leave me at home to lay the cloth: 
— No; thou art my ancient friend, my fellow-tra- 
veller, and to reward thy faithful ſervices, this night 
thou ſhalt partake my danger and my glory. — Sir, I 
have got glory enough under you already, to content 
any reaſonable ſervant for his life——— Thy modeſty 
makes a willing to double my bounty; this * 
ring 
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bring eternal honour to thee and thy family. 
Eternal honour, Sir, is too much in conſcience for a 
{ervinz-man z beſides ambition has been many a great 
ſoul's undoing——I doubt thou art afraid, my Lepex, 
thou ſhalt be arm'd with back, with breaſt and head- 
riece———'They will encumber me in my retreat, —— 
Retreat! my hero! Thou never ſhalt retreat. 
Then by my troth I'll never go, Sir. 
he comes, 


But here 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Ler. Will it never be night? ſure 'tis the longeſt day 
the ſun eber travell'd. 

Lep. Would 'twere as long as thoſe in Greenland, Sir, 
that you might ſpin out your life t'other half year. I 
don't like theſe mghtly projects; a man can't ſee what 
he does : we ſhall have ſome ſcurvy miſtake or other 
happen; a brace of bullets blunder thro' your head in 
the dark perhaps, and ſpoil all your intrigue. 

Lor. Away, you trembling wretch, away. 

Lop. Nay, Sir, what I fay is purely for your ſafety : 
for as to myſelf .Uds-death, I no more value the 
loſing a quart of blood, than I do drinking a quart of 
wine. Beſides, my veins are too full, my phyſician 
advis'd me yeſterday to let go twenty ounces for my 
_ So. you ſee, Sir, there's nothing of that in the 
caſe. | 

Lor. Then let me hear no other objections: for till I 
ſee Leonora I muſt lie upon the rack, I cannot bear her 
reſentment, and will pacify her this night, or not live 
to ſee to-morrow, | 

Les, Well, Sir, ſince you are ſo determin'd, I ſhan't 
be impertinent with any farther advice; but | think you 
have laid your deſign to [He coughs] (L have got 
ſuch a cold to-day) to get in privately, eve you not ? 

Lor. Yes; and have taken care to be introduced as far 
as her chamber-door with all ſecrecy. _ 

Log, [He coughs] ——— This unlucky cough, I had 
rather have had a fever at another time. Sir, I ſhould 


be forry to do you more harm than good upon this oc- 
| caſion :- 
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caſion: if this cough ſhou'd come upon me in the midf 
of the action, [Coughs} and give the alarm to the family, 
I thou'd not forgive myſelf as long as I liv'd. | 
Lor. I have greater ventures than that to take my 
chance for, and can't diſpenſe with your attendance, Sir. 
_ Lop, This tis to be a good ſervant, and make one' 
ſelf neceſlary. | 
| Enter Toledo. 


Tol. Sir,—— —[I am glad I have found you. I am a 
man of honour, yon know, and do always profeſs 
loſing my life upon a handſome occaſion : fir, I come to 
offer you my ſervice. I am inform'd from unqueſtionable 
hands, that Don Carlos is enrag'd againſt you to a dan- 
8 degree; and that old Alvarex has given poſitive 
J to break the legs and arms of your ſervant 
er. 

Lo. Look you there, now, I thought what 'twou' d 
come to; what do they meddle with me for? What hare 
I to do in my Maſter's amours ? The old Don's got out of 
his ſenſes, I think, have I married his daughter? 
Lor. Fear nothing, we'll take care o'thee—— Sir, l 
thank you for the favour of your intelligence, tis nothing 
however but what I have expected and am provided for. 
_ Tl. Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to provide yourſelf with 
19525 F deſire the honour to keep your back hand 
myſelf. ü 

Lep. Tis very kind indeed. Pray, Sir, have you ne- 
ver a ſervant with you cou'd hold a racket for me too ? 
Tol. I have two friends fit to head two armies; and 
yet — a word in your ear, they ſhan't coſt you above a 
ducat a- piece. | PP 

 Lop. Take em by all means, Sir, you were never 
offer'd a better pennyworth in your life. | 

Tol. Ah, Sir,—— little Diego———you have heard 
of him; he'd have been worth a legion upon this oc- 
caſion : you know, I ſuppoſe, how they have ſerv'd 
 bim——— They have hang'd him, but he made a no. 
ble execution; they clapp'd the rack and the prieſt 
to him at once, but cou'd neither get a word 4 on 

4a; on, 


4 
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fefion, nor a groan of repentance ; he died mighty well 
truly. 

72 Such a man is indeed much to be regretted: As 
for the reſt of your eſcorte, captain, I thank you for em, 
but ſhall not uſe *em, 

Tol. Pm ſorry for't, Sir, becauſe I think you go in 
very great danger; I'm much afraid your rival won't 
give you fair play. 

Lop. If he does, Ill be hang'd ; he's a damn'd paſ- 
ſionate fellow, and cares not what miſchief he does. 

Lor. 1 ſhall give him a very good opportunity: for 
PI! have no other guards about me but you, Sir. So 
come along. | 
op. Why, Sir, this is the fin of preſumption ; ſet- 
ting heaven at defiance, making a 2 of a 
blunderbuſs, 

Lor. No more, but follow. Hold! turn this way; 
I ſee Camillo there. I wou'd avoid him, *till I fee what 
part he takes in this odd affair of his ſiſter's. For I 
wou'd not have the quarrel fix'd with him, if it be poſ- 
fible to avoid it, [Exit Lorenzo. 

[ oþ, Sir — Captain Toledo, one word if you 
pleale, Sir; l'm mighty ſorry to fee my Maſter won't 
accept of your friendly offer : look ye, I'm not very 
rich ; but as far as the expences of a dollar went, if you'd 
be ſo kind to take a little care of me, it ſhou'd be at 
your ſervice. | 5 

Tol. Let me ſee : - A dollar you fay ? but ſuppoſe 
I'm wounded ? 

Lop. Why you ſhall be put to no extraordinary ch 
vpon that: | have been *prentice to a barber ; and will 
be your ſurgeon myſelf, EE 

Tol. Tis too cheap in conſcience ; but my land eſtate 
is ill paid this war- time — | 

Lop. That a little induſtry may be commendable ; ſo 
ſay no more, that matter's fix d. Exennt Lop. and Tol. 


Enter Camillo. 


Cam, How miſerable a perplexity have 1 brought my- 


ſelt into! Yet why do I complain? ſince with all the 
| dreadful 
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dreadful torture I endure, I can't repent of one wild 
ſtep I've made. O Love! nel canſt thou raiſe, 
what ſtorms canſt thou aſſuage ! To all thy cruelties I am 
reſign'd: Long years thro? ſeas of torment. I'm content 
to roll, ſo thou wilt guide me to the happy port of my 


r arms, and bleſs me there with one calm day at 
Enter Iſabellaa. 
Cam. What news, dear Jabella? methinks there's 
ſomething chearful in your looks may give a tremblin 
over hopes, If you have comfort for me, ſpeak, for] 
indeed have need of it, wry” | 
Jab. Were your wants yet ſtill greater than they are, 
I bring a plentiful ſupply. e 
Cam. O Heav'ns ! is it poſſible? 1 fa 
Lab. New myſteries are out, and if you can find 
charms to wean Lorenzo from your ſiſter, no other ob- 
ſtacle is in the way to all your wiſh. 5 
Cam. Kind meſſenger from Heaven, ſpeak on. 

Lab. Know then, Dat you are daughter: to Alvarex. 
am. How! daughter to Alvarez? _ | 
1/ab. You: are: The truth this moment's come to 
light; and till this moment he, altho' your father, was 
a ſtranger to it; nay, did, not. even know you were 2. 
woman. In ſhort, the great eſtate, which has occa- 
fion'd theſe uncommon accidents, was left but on con- 
dition of a ſon; great hopes of one there was, when 
you deftroy'd *em, and to your parents came a moſt un- 
welcome gueſt : To repair. the diſappointment, you 
were exchang'd for that young Camilla, who few. months 
after dy d. Your father then was abſent, but your mo- 
ther quick in contrivance, bold in execution,. dunng 
that infant's. ſickneſs, had reſolv'd his death ſhou'd not 
deprive her family of thoſe advantages his life had gi- 
ven it; ſo order'd things with th EIS that once 
again there. paſt a change between you: of this (for 
reaſons yet unknown to me) ſhe made a ſecret to her 
huſband, and took ſuch wiſe precautions, that till ”__ 

Ur. 
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hour *twas ſo to all the world, except the perſon from 
whom I now have heard it. 

Cam, This news indeed affords a view of no unhappy 
termination-; yet there are diflicultics ſtill may be of 
fatal hindrance, | 

Jab. None, except that one I juſt now nam'd to you; 
for to remove the laſt, know I have already unfolded 
all, both to #Iverez and Don Felix. 

Cam. And how have they receiv'd it? _ 

Lab. To your wiſhes both. As for Lorenzo, he is yet 
a ſtranger to all has paſt, and the two old fathers deſire 
he may ſome moments longer continue ſo. They have 
agreed to be a little merry with the heat he is in, and en- 
g2ge you in a family-quarrel with him. 

Cam. I doubt, 1/abella, I ſhall act that part but 
faintly, 

{/ab. No matter, you'll make amends for it in the 
{cene of reconciliation, 

Cam, Pray heaven it be my lot to act it with him. 

Lab. Here comes Don Felix to wiſh you joy. 


Enter Don Felix. 


Don Fel. Come near, my daughter, and with ex- 
tended arms of great affection let me receive thee, [ Kier 
ber.] Thou art a dainty wench, good faith thou art, 
and 'tis a mettled action thou haſt done; if Lorenzo don't 
like thee the better for't, Cods my life, he's a pitiful 
fellow, and I ſhan't believe the bonny old man had the 
getting of him, 3 

Cam. Pm ſo encourag'd by your forgiveneſs, Sir, me- 
thinks I have ſome flattering hopes of his. 

Don Fel. Of his! I'gad, and he had beſt, I believe he'll 
meet with his match if he don't. What doſt think of 
trying his courage a little, by way: of a joke or ſo? 

Jab. ] was jult telling her your deſign, Sir. g 

Don Fel. Why I'm in a mighty witty way upon this 


whimſical occaſion ; but I fee him coming. You mult 


not appear yet; go your way in to the reſt of the peo- 
ple there, and I'Il inform him what a ſquabble he has 


work'd himſelf into here, [Exeant Camillo and —_— 
; aer 
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Enter Lorenzo and Lopez. 


Lop. Pray, Sir, don't be fo obſtinate now, don't af- 
front Heaven at this rate, I had a viſion laſt night a- 
bout this buſineſs on purpoſe to forwarn you ; I dreamt 
of gooſe-eggs, a blunt knife, and the ſnuff of a candle; 
I'm ſure there's miſchief towards. 

Lor. You cowardly raſcal, hold your tongue. 

Don Fel. Lorenzo, come hither, my boy, 1 was juſt 
poing to ſend for thee. The honour of our ancient fa. 


mily lies in thy hands; there is a combat preparing, 


thou muſt fight, my ſon, 

Lep. Look you there, now, did not I tell you? O 
dreams are wond'rous things, I never knew that ſnuff of 
a candle fail yet. | 

Lor. Sir, I do not doubt but Carlos ſeeks my life, I 
hope he'll do it fairly. | 

Lep. Fairly, do you hear, fairly! Give me leave to 
tell you, Sir, folks are not fit to be truſted with lives, 
that don't know how to look better after them. Sir, you 
gave it him, I hope you'll make him take a little more 
care on't, 

Don Fel. My care ſhall be to make him do as a man 
of honour ought to do, . 

Log. What, will you let him fight, then? let your own 
fle h and blood fight? 8 | 

Don Fel. In a good cauſe, as this is. 1 

Lep. O monſtrum horrendum! Now I have that hu- 
manity about me, that if a man but talks to me of fight- 
ing, 1 ſhiver at the name on't. | 

Lor. What you do, on this occaſion Sir, is worthy of 
you: And had I been wanting to you, in my due regards 
defore, this noble action wou'd have ſtamp'd that im- 

preſſion, which a grateful ſon ought to have for ſo ge- 
nerous a father . 

Lop. Very generous, truly ! gives him leave to be run 
thro' the guts, for his poſterity to brag on a hundred 
years hence. | ; [ 4fede, 

Lor. I think, Sir, as things now 'ſtand, it won't be 
right for me to wait for Carlos's call; I'Il, if you pleaſe, 
pi event him, Lop. 


pn—= WW } 
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Leb. Ay, pray, Sir, do prevent him by all means, 'tis 
better made up, as you ſay, a thouſand times. 

Don Fel. Hold your tongue, you impertinent Jack. 
anapes, I will have him fight, and fight like a fury too; 
If he don't, he'l be worſted, I can tell him that. For 
know, ſon, your antagoniſt 1s not the perſon you name, 
it is an enemy of twice his force. | 

Lep. O dear, O dear, O dear! and will nobody keep 
em aſunder ? | 

Ler. Nobody ſhall keeꝑ us aſunder, if once I know the 
man I have to deal with. f 

Don Fel. Thy man then is Camillo. 

Lor. Camillo ! | | 

Don Fel, Tis he, he'll ſuffer no body to decide this 
quarrel but himſelf, 

Lop. Then there are no ſeconds, Sir. 

Don Fel. None. 

Lep. He's a brave man. 

Don Fel, No, he ſays nobody's blood ſhall be ſpike 
upon this occaſion, but theirs who have a title to it. 

Lep. I believe he'll ſcarce have a law-ſuit upon the 
claim, | | 

Don Fel. In ſhort, he accuſes thee of a ſhameful falſ- 
hood, in pretending his ſiſter Leonora was thy wife; and 
has upon 1t prevailed with his father, as thou has done 
with thine, to let the debate be ended by the ſword 
'twixt kim and thee. 

Lap. And pray, Sir, with ſubmiſſion, one ſhort queſ- 
tion if you als”; what may the gentle Leonora ſay of 
this buſineſs ? | 

Don Fel. She approves of the combat, and marries 
Carlos. 

Jop. Why, God a-mercy, 

Lor. Is it poſlible ? Sure ſhe's a devil, not a woman. 

; _ [-—— cod, Sir, the Devil and a woman both, 
think, 

Don Fel. Well, thou ſha't have ſatisfaction of ſome of 
'em, Here they all come, 


Enter 
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Enter Alvarez, Leonora, Carlos, Sancho, aud Jacinta, 


Alv. Well, Don Felix, have you prepared your on} 
for mine, he's ready to engage. | 
Lear. And ſo is his. My wrongs prepare me for a 
thouſand combats. My hand has hitherto been held by 
the regard I've had to every thing of kin to Leozora ; but 
ſince the monſtrous part the acts has driven her from my 
heart, I call for reparation from her, family. 

Av. You'll have it, Sir; Camillo will attend you in- 
ſtantly. | 

Los. 0 lack! O lack ! will no body do a little ſomething 
to prevent bloodſhed? Why, Madam, have y ou no pity, 
no bowels ? (To Leonora] ſtand and lee one of your hut. 
bands ſtoter'd before your face? Tis an arrant ſhame, 
Leo. If widowhood be my fate, J muſt bear it as 
can. | 

Lop. Why, did you ever hear the like? | 
Tor. Talk to her no more, Her monſtrous impu- 
dence is no otherwiſe to be replied to, than by a dagger 
in her brother's heart, 8 

Leo. Yonder he's coming to receive it. But have a 
care, brave Sir, he does not place it in another's. 

Lor. It is not in his power, He has a rotten cauſe 
upon his ſword, Pm ſorry he's engag'd in't; but ſince 
he is, he muſt take his fate, For you, my bravo, ex- 

ct me in your turn. | I Carli. 

Car. You'll find Camillo, Sir, will Tet your hand wut. 

Lor. A beardleſs boy. You might have match'd me 
better, Sir: but prudence is a virtue. 

Don Fel. Nay, ſon, I wou'd not have thee deſpiſe thy 
adverſary neither; thou'lt find Camillo will put thee 
hardly to't. . ; 

Lor. I wiſh we were come to the trial, Why does he 
not appear ? | 

Facin, Now do I hate to hear people brag thus. Sir, 
with my lady's leave, I'll hold a ducat he * 15 

| 2 [T hey laugh. 

Lor. Why, what !—I think I'm ſported with. Tale 


heed, I warn you all; I am not to be trifled with. a 
ner 
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fd Enter Camillo and Ifabella. 


? Leo. You ſhan't, Sir, here's one will be in earneſt with 
ou. 

a F Lor. He's welcome: tho' I had rather have drawn 

y my ſword againſt another, I'm ſorry, © amills, we 

ut ſhould meet on ſuch bad terms as theſe; yet more ſorry 

1 vour ſiſter ſhould be the wicked cauſe on ti but ſince 


nothing will ſerve her but the blood either cf a huſband 
t 


n- or brother, ſhe ſhall be glutted with't. Draw. 

op. Ah Lid, ah Lard, ah Lard! | 
ng Lor. And yer before I take this inſtrument of death 
y, into my fatal hand, hear me, Camillo; hear Albarex; 
ul all! 1 1mprecate the utmoſt powers of heaven to ſhower 
vpon my head the deadlie't of its wrath ; I afk that all 
$I hell's torments may unite to round my ſoul with one 


eternal anguiſh, if wicked Leone à ben't my wife. 

Omnes, O Lord, O Lord, O Lord! | 
pu- Leo. Why then may all thoſe curſes paſs him by, and 
ger wrap me in their everlaſting pains, if ever once I had a 
fleeting thought of making him my huſband, 

Lob. O Lord, O Lord, © Lord! 

Leo. Nay more; to ſtrike him dumb at once, and ſhew 
what men with honeſt looks can practiſe, kno he's 
married to another. 3 

Alv. and Fel. Howl Il! 

Leo. The truth of this is known to ſome here. 

Jacin. Nay, 'tis certainly fo, 

Jab. Tis to a friend of mine. 

Car. I know the perſon. + ak 2 

Lor. Tis falſe, and thou att a villain for thy teſtimony, 

Cam. Then let me ſpeak ; what they aver is true, and 
I myſelf was, in diſguiſe, a witneſs of its doing. 

Lor. Death and confuſion I he a villain too! have at 
thy heart, - [He drawn 
. Lip, Ah!——I can't bear the fight on't. 

; Com, Put up that furious thing, there's no buſineſs 
WE 

ler There's buſineſs for a dagger, ſtrippling; tis that 
ould be thy recompence; _ 
Vor, II. G Cam. 
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Cam. Why then to ſhew thee naked to che world, 


- 


and cloſe thy mouth for ever — I am myſelf thy 

wife. 3 ä 

Lor. What does the dog mean? | 
Cam. To fall upon the earth and ſue for mercy, 

| Kineels and lets her perriabię fall if 

Lor. A woman! L al 

Lep. Ay — cod, and a pretty one too; you wags you, 

Lor. I'm all amazement. Riſe, Camillo, (if I am ſtill to 
call you by that name) and let me hear the wonders you 
have for me. 

Jab. That part her modeſty will aſk from me: I'm to 
inform you . that this diſguiſe hides other my. 
teries beſides a woman; a large and fair eſtate was co. 
ver'd by it, which with the lady now will be reſigned 
to you. Tis true, in juſtice it was yours before; but tis 
the God of Love has done you right, To him you owe 
this ſtrange diſcovery, thro? him you are to know the true 
Camille*s dead, and that this fair adventurer is daugh- 
ter to Alvarez, + xe 

Lor. Incredible! but go on; let me hear more. 

Don Fel. She'll tell thee the reſt herſelf, the next dark 
night ſhe meets thee in the garden, 

or. Ha! Was it Camillo then, that 1 

Lab. It was Camillo who there made you happy : And 
who has virtue, beauty, wit and love=——enough to 
make you ſo, while life ſhall laſt you, | 

Lor. The proof ſhe gives me of her love, deſerves a 
large acknowledgment indeed. Forgive me therefore, 
Lecnora, if what I owe this goodneſs and theſe charms, | 
with my utmoſt care, my life, my ſoul, endeavour to repay. 

Cam. Is it then poſſible you can forgive me? 

Lor. Indeed I can; few crimes have ſuch a claim to 
mercy ; but join with me then, dear Camillo, (for fill I 
Know you by no other name) join with me to obtain 
your father's pardon : yours, Leonora, too, I muſt im- 
plore ; and your's, my friend, for now we may be ſuch, 
[To Carlos.) Of all I aſk forgiveneſs. And ſince there 
1s ſo fair a cauſe of all my wild miſtakes, I hope I by her 


in.ereſt ſhall obtain it. | 
| Av. 


To make each other's days as bleſt, as ſhe awill mine. 
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Hv. You have a claim to mine, Lorenze, I with I had 
ſo ſtrong a one to yours; but if by future ſervices, (tho? 
I lay down my life amongſt em) I may blot out of your 
remembrance a fault (1 cannot name) I then ſhall leave 
the world in peace. 346 

Lor. In peace then, Sir, enjoy it; for from this very 
hour, whate'er is paſt with me, is gone for ever. Vour 
daughter 1s too fair a mediatrix to be refus'd his pardon, 
to whom ſhe owes the charms ſhe pleads with for it. 


From this good day, then, let all diſcord ceaſe ; 
Let thoſe to come be harmony and peace ; 
Henceforth let all our diff*rent. intereſts ain, { 


Let fathers, lowers, friends, let all combine, 


[ Exeunt, 


E PI LOG UB. 
2 Written by Mr. MoTrTev x, 


'M thinking, now good huſbands are f, fea, 
To get one for my friend what I muff do, 
Camillo wentur'd hard ; yet at the worſt, 
She fele love's honey-moon, and try'd ber lower firſt, 
Many poor damſels, if they dar d to tell, 
Hawe done as much, but have not 'ſcap'd /o well. 
*Tis well the ſcene's in Spain; thus, in the dark, 
1 ſhould be loth to truſt a London /park. 
Some accident might for a private reaſon, 
[Silence a female, all this ating-/eaſon, 
Hard fate of women any one wou'd wex, 
To think what odds, you men have, of our ſex, 
Reftraint and cuſtom ſhare our inclination, 
| You men can try, and run ver half the nation. 
We dare not, even to avoid rep oach, 
When you're at White's, peep out of hackney-coach ; 
Nor auith a friend at night, our fame regarding, 
With glaſs drawn up, drive bout Covent-Garden, 
poor town-iadies fteal in here, you rail, 
Tho like chaſte nuns their modeſt looks they weil ; 
With this decorum, they can hardly gain | 
To be thought virtuous, e en in Drury-Lane. 
Tho this you'll not allow, yet ſure you may 
A plot to ſnap you, in an honeſt way | 
In love affairs, one ſcarce would ſpare a brother : 
All cheat; and married folks may keep a pother, 
But look as if they cheated one another. 
You may pretend, our ſex diſſembles moſt ; 
But of your truth none have much cauſe to boaſt : 
You promiſe bravely ; but for all your ſtorming, 
We find you're not fo valiant at performing. 
Then ſure Camillo's conduct youll approve : 
Nou d you not do as much for one you lobe? 
Wedleck's but a blind bargain at the beſt, 
You wenture more ſometimes, to be not half /o Bleſt. 
All, ſc on or late, that dangerous venture make, 


4 fome of you may make N wor ſe miſtake. 1 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


My. Barnard; 
Mr. Griffard, Brother to My, Barnard, 


Eraſtus, in love with Mariamne. 
Dorant, Son to Mr. Barnard, 
Monfreur le Marguis. 

Baron de Mefly. | 

* Jannoz Couſin to My. Barnard, - 
Colin, Servant to Mr. Barnard. 
Charly, a litile Bey. 

Servant to Eraſtus. 

Three gentlemen, friends to Dorant. 
cool, other Servants, &c. 


WOM E N. 
Mrs. Barnard, | 
Mariamne, ber daughaer. 
Mawkin, er to Janno. 
Liſetta, /ervant to Mariamne. 


The SCENE is laid in Nermandy in 


France, 


11 


Co NTRY HOUSE. 


CY 


F , 


—— es. — 


ACT LI SCENES 
Enter Eraſtus and his mat, with Liſetta, Mariamne's maid, 


Li. O CE more I tell ye, Sir, if you have any 
conſideration in the world for her, you mutt: 
be gone this minute. | "2 25210-2640 
Er, My dear Liſetta, let me but ſpeak to her, let me 
but ſee her only... - 8 F 
Liſ. You may do what you will; but not here, whilſt 
you are in our houſe, I do believe ſhe's as impatient to 
ſee 2 you can be to ſee her; but * 


. But why won't you give us that ſatisfaction then ? 
Li/. Becauſe I know the conſequence; for when yon 
once get together, the Devil himſelf is not able to part 
you ; you will ſtay fo long *till you are ſurpriz d, and 
what will become of us then?! Sag) 58 
Serv. Why, then we ſhall be thrown out at the win- 
dow, I ſuppoſe. . . es aaa 
Li/. No, but I ſhall be turn'd out of doors. 
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Er. How unfortunate am I ! theſe doors are open to 
all the world, and only ſhut to me. 

Liſ. Becauſe you come for a wife, and at our houſe 
we do not care for people that come for wives, 

Serv. What would you have us come for, child ? 

Li/. Any thing but wives; becauſe they cannot be 
Put off without portions, 

Serw. Portions ! No, no, never talk of portions ; my 
Maſter nor I neither don't want portions; and if he'd 
* my advice, a regiment of fathers ſhou'd not guard 

cr. 

Li/. What ſay you? 

Serv. Why, if you'll contrive that my Maſter may run 
away with your Miſtreſs, I don't much care, faith, if [ 
Tun away with you. 

Li/. Don't you ſo, rogue's face? but I hope to be 
better provided for, : 

Er. Hold your tongues; But where is Mariamne's 
brother ? He is my boſom friend, and would be willing 
to ſerve me. 

Li/. I told you before, that he has been abroad a 
hunting, and we han't ſeen him theſe three days ; he 
eldom lies at home, to avoid his father's ill humour; ſo 
hat it is not your Miſtreſs only that our, old covetous 
cuff teizes -— there's nobody in the family but feels the 
effects of his ill hnmour——by his good will he would 
not ſuffer a creature to come within his doors, or eat at 
his table —— and if there be but a rabbit extraordina- 
ry for dinner, he thinks himſelf ruin'd for ever. 

Fr. Then I find you paſs your time comfortably in 
this family, | ; | 

Li. Nat ſo bad as you imagine neither, perhaps; for, 
thank Heaven, we have a Miſtreſs that's as bountiful as 
he is ſtingy, one that will let him ſay what he will, and 
yet does what ſhe will, But bak, here's ſomebody 


coming; it is certainly he. | 
Er. Can't you hide us ſomewhere ? 
Li. Hee, here, get you in here as faſſ as you can. 
Serv, Truſt me in too. [Puts em into the clit. 


SCENE 
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Enter Mariamne, 


Li/. O, is it you? 

Mar. So, Liſetta, where have you been? I've been 
looking for you all over the houſe : who are thoſe peo- 
ple in the garden with my mother-in-law ? I believe my 
tather won't be very well pleas'd to ſee 'em there. 

Li/. And here's ſomebody elſe not afar off, that I be- 
lieve your father won't be very well pleas'd with neither. 


Come, Sir, Sir. [ Calls. 
(Eraſtus and his ſervant come out. 
Mar. O Heavens ! [ Cries out. 


Li/. Come, lovers, I can allow you but a ſhort bout 
on't this time; you muſt do your work with a jirx 
one whiſper, two ſighs and, a kiſs ; make haſte, I ſay, 
and I'll ſtand centry for you in the mean time. | 

Exit Liſetta. 

Mar. Do you know what you expoſe me to, Eraſftus ? 
What do you mean ? | 

Er. To die, Madam, ſince you receive me with fo 
httle pleaſure. | 855 

Mar. Conſider what wou'd become of me, if my father 
ſhou'd ſee you here. . 

Er. What wou'd you have me do? 

Mar. Expe& with patience ſome happy turn of at- 
fairs; my mother-in-law is kind and indulgent to a 
miracle, and her favour, if well managed, may turn to 
our advantage; and cou'd I prevail upon myſelf to de- 
clare my paſſion to her, I don't doubt but ſhe'd join in 
our intereſt, & 

Er, Well, ſince we've nothing to fear from her, and 
your brother, you know is my intimate friend; you 
may therefore conceal me ſomewhere about the houſe 
tor a few days, I'll creep into any hole. n 

Serv, Ay, but who muſt have the care of bringing us 


victuals ? | | [ A/iae; 
Er, Truſt us into the cellar, or up into the garret : 
.G5 | TI don't 
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I con't care where it is, ſo that it be bat under the ſame 
roof with you. | 

Serv. But I don't ſay ſo, for that jade 7 7/etta will have 
the feeding of us, and I know what kind of diet ſhe keeps 
l believe we ſhan't be like the fox in the fable, our 
bellies won't be ſo full but we ſhall be able to creep out 
at the ſame hole we got in at, 

Er. Muſt I then be gone ? muſt I return to Paris ? 


Enter Laſetta, 


Lif. Yes, that you muſt, and immediately too, for 
here's my maſter coming in upon ye | 

Er. What ſhall Ido? 
Tu. Begone this minute. 

Mar. Stay in the village 'till you hear from me, none 
of our family know that you are in it. 
Fr. Shall I ſee. you ſometimes ? 

Mar. I han't time to anſwer you now. 

Li/. Make haſte, I ſay ; are you bewitch'd ? 

Er. Will you write to me? 

Mar. 1 will if I can. | 

LI. Begone, I ſay, is the Devil in you? 

Zruſting Eraſtus and his ſervant out, 

Come this way, your father's juſt ſtepping in upon us. 

3 [ Exeunt, 


S C E N E III. 
Euter Mr. Barnard beating Colin. 


Mr. Barn, Rogue! raſcal! did not I command you ? 

Did not I give you my orders, firrah ? 

Col. Why, you gave me orders to let no body in; 

and Madam, her gives me orders to let every body in 

2 the Devil himſelf can't pleaſe you boath, I 
ink. 


Mr. Barn. But, ſirrah, you muſt obey my orders, 


not hers. | 

Col. Why the gentlefolks aſked for her, they did not 

ale for. you——what do yqu make ſuch a * 8 ? 
r. Barn. 


B:: Ek ih, 
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Mr. Barn, For that reaſon, ſirrah, you ſhou'd not 
have let 'em in. 

Cel, Hold, Sir, I'd rather ſee yon angry than her, 
that's true ; for when you're angry you have only the 
devil in ye, but when Madam's in a paſſion ſhe has the 
devil and his dam both in her belly. | 

Mr. Barn. You muſt mind what I ſay to you, ſirrah, 
and obey my orders, The 

Col. Ay, ay, Meaſter hut let's not quarrel with one 
another— you're always in ſuch a plaguy humour, 

Mr, Barn, What are theſe people that are juſt come ? 

Col. Nay, that know not I-— but as fine volk they 
are as ever eye beheld, .caven bleſs em. 

Mr. Barn, Did you hear their names? 

Col. Noa, noa, but in a coach they keam all beſmear- 
ed with gould, with ſix breave horſes, the like on em 
ne'er did I ſet eyes on twou'd do a man's heart 
good to look on ſike fine beaſt, Meaſter. | 

Mr. Barn. How many perſons are there? 


Col. Vour——two as fine men as ever women bore, 
and two as dainty deames as a man wou'd deſire to lay 
his lips to. : 


Mr. Barn. And all this crew ſets up at my houſe, 

Col. Noa, noa, Meaſter, the coachman is gone into 
the village to ſet up his coach at ſome inn, for | told 
him our coach- houſ was vull of vaggots, but he'll brin 
back the ſix horſes, for I told him we had a rear ak. 
ſteable. 

Mr. Barn, Did you ſo, raſcal ? Did you ſo? 

| [ Beats him. 

Col. Doant, doant, Sir, it wou'd'do you good to ſee 
* cattle, faith they look as if they had ne'er kept 
ent. ORG: : 

Mr. Barn, Then they ſhall learn religion at my houſe 
——Sirrah, do you take care they ſup without oats to- 
night——What will become of me? Since I bought this 
damn'd country houſe,. L ſpend more in a ſummer than 
wou'd maintain me ſeven years. : | 

Cel. Why, if you do ſpend money, han't you good 

| | ; things 
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things for it ? Come they not to ſce you the whole 
country raund ? Mind how you're belov'd, Meaſter. 

Mr. Barn, Pox take ſuch love——— How now, what 
do vou want? 


Enter Liſetta. 


L:/. Sir, there's ſome company in the garden with 
my miſtreſs, who deſire to ſee you. 

Mr. Barn. The devil take 'em, what buſineſs have 
they here ? But who are they ? 

Li. Why, Sir, there's the fat Abbot that always fits 
8 at dinner, and drinks his two bottles by way of 
Wet. 

Mr. Harn. I wiſh his church was in his belly, that his 
guts might be half full before he came — and who elſe? 

Li/, Then there's the young Marquis that won all 
my Lady's money at cards. 

Mr. Barn, Pox take him too.. | 

Li/. Then there's the merry Lady that's always in a 
good humour. 

Mr. Barn. Very well. 

LI. Then there's the that threw down all my Lady's 

china Yother day, and laugh'd at it for a jeſt. 

Mr. Barn, Which I paid above fifty pounds for in 
earneſt —very well, and pray how did Madam receive 
all this fine company ?——With a hearty welcome, and 
a courtſy with her bum down to the ground, ha. 

Li/. No indeed, Sir, ſhe was very angry with 'em. 

Mr, Barn. How, angry with 'em, ſay you? 

Li/. Yes indeed, Sir, for ſhe expected they wou'd 
have ſtaid here a fortnight, but it ſeems things happen 
ſo unluckily that they can't ſtay here above ten days. 

Mr. Barn. Ten days! Haw! what! four perſons 
with a coach and ſix, and a kennel of hungry hounds in 
liveries, to live upon me ten days. [Exit Liſetta 


a Enter 4 ſoldier. 


So, what do you want? | 
Sol. Sir, I come from your nephew, Captain Hungry. 
Mr. Parn, Well, what does he want ? 
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So]. He gives his ſervice to you, Sir, and ſends you 
word that he'll come and dine with you to-morrow. 

Mr. Barn, Dine with me ! no, no, friend, tell him I 
don't dine at all to-morrow, it is my faſt. day, my wife 
died on't, 

Sol. And he has ſent you here a pheaſant and a couple 
of partridges. 

Mr. Barn. How's that, a pheaſant and partridges, ſay 
you ?——let's ſee———very fine birds, truly——let me 
conſider — To-morrow is not my faſt-day, I miſtook, 
tell my nephew he ſhall be welcome — And d'ye hear? 
[To Colin} do you take theſe fowls and hang them up 
in a cool place —— —and take this foldier in, and make 
him drink — make him drink, d'ye ſee——a cup, —— 
ay, a cup of ſmall beer——d'ye hear ? 

Cut. Yes, Sir—— Come along ; our ſmall beer is reare 

ood. | 
. Sol. But, Sir, he bade me tell you that he?!l bring two 
or three of his brother officers along with him. 

Mr. Barn, How's that! Officers with him — here, 
come back——take the fowls again; I don't dine to- 
morrow, and fo tell him [Gives him the 2 Go, 

0. [Thrufts bim out. 
Sol. Sir, Sir, that won't hinder them from coming, 
for they retir'd a little diſtance off the camp, and be- 
cauſe your houfe is near em, Sir, they reſolve to come. 

Mr. Barn, Go, begone, Sirrah, {Thrufls bim cut. 
There's a rogue now, that ſends me three lean carrion 
birds, and brings half a dozen varlets to eat them. 


Enter Mr. Griffard. 


Griff. Brother, what is the meaning of theſe doings ? 
If you don't order your affairs better, you'll have your 
fowls taken out of your very yard, and carried away 
before your face. 

Mr. Harn. Can I help it, brother? But what's the 
matter now ? | ; 

Grif. There's a _ of fellows have been hunting 
about your grounds all this morning, broke _ our 

ges, 
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hedges, and are now coming into your houſe don't 
you hear them? 
Mr. Barn. No, no, I don't hear them: who are they? 

Griff. Three or four rake-helly officers, with your ne- 
phew at the head of 'em. | 

Mr. Barz. O the rogue! he might well ſend me fowls 
——but is it not a vexatious thing, that I muſt ſtand 
ſtill and ſee myſelf plunder'd at this rate, and have a 
carrion of a vile who thinks I ought to thank all theſe 
rogues that come. to devour me ! but can't you adviſe me 
what's to be done in this caſe ? | 

Griff. I with I cou'd, for it goes to my heart to ſee 
you thus treated by a crew of vermin, who think they do 
you a great deal of honour in ruining of you. 

Mr. Barn. Can there be no way found to redreſs this? 

Griff. IfT were you, I'd leave this houſe quite, and go 
to town, | 
Mr. Barn. What, and leave my wife behind me? ay 
that wou'd be mending the matter indeed ! 

Griff. Why don't you ſell it then ? 

Mr. Baru. Becauſe nobody will buy it; it has got as 
bad a name as if the plague were in't ; it has been fold 
over and over, and every family that has liv'd in it has 
been ruin'd. | | | 

Griff. Then ſend away all 0 beds and furniture, ex- 
cept what is abſolutely neceſſary for your own family, 

ou'll ſave ſomething by that, for then your gueſts can't 
ſta with you all night, however. 

| Mr. Barn. I've try'd that already, and it ſignified no- 
thing For they all got drunk and lay in the barn, 
and next morning laugh'd it off for a frolick. 

Griff. Then there is but one remedy left that I can 
think of. . 2 | 
Mr. Barn. What's that ? | „b us 
rig. You maſt e'en do what's done when a town s on 
fire, blow up your houſe that the miſchief may run no far- 
ther — Bat who is this gentleman ; 11 

Mr. Barn. I never ſaw him in my life before, but for 
all that, I'll hold fifty pound he comes to dine with me. 


* Enter 
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Marg. My dear Mr. Barnard, i'm your moſt humble 
ſervant, 

Mr. Barn. I don't doubt it, Sir. J 

Marg. What is the meaning of this, Mr. Barnard ? 
You look as coldly upon me as if I were a ſtranger. 

Mr. Barn. Why truly, Sir, I'm very apt to do fo by 
perſons I never ſaw in my hfe before. 

Marg. You muſt know, Mr. Barnard, I'm come on 
purpoſe to drink a bottle with you. 

Mr. Barn, That may be, Sir; but it happens that at 
this time I am not at all dry. 

Marg. 1 left the ladies at cards waiting for ſupper ; 
for my part, I never play; came to ſee my dear Mr. 
Barnard ; and I'll aſſure you I undertook this journey 
only to have the honour of your acquaintance. ©, 

5 Mr. Barn. You might have ſpared yourſelf that trou- 
«ex | V 
Marg. Don't you know, Mr. Barnard, that this houſe 

of yours is a little paradiſe ? ; 

Mr. Barn. Then rot me if it be, Sir. 

Marg. For my part, I think a pretty retreat in the 
country is one of the greateſt comforts of life; I ſuppoſe 
you never want good company, Mr, Barnard ? . 

Mr. Barn. No, Sir, I never want company; for you 
muſt know I love very much to be alone, 

Marg. Good wine you muſt keep above all things, 
without good wine and good cheer I would not give a fig 
for the country. | 

Mr. Barn, Really, Sir, my wine is the worſt you ever 
drank in your life, and you'll find my cheer but very 
indifferent. | 
Marg. No matter, no matter, Mr, Barnard; I've 
heard much of your hoſpitality, there's a plentiful table 
in your looks — and your wife is certainly one of the 
beſt women in the world. | 
Mr. Barn, Rot me if ſhe be, Sir, 


Enter 
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M4 Enter Colin, 


Col. Sir, Sir, yonder's the Baron ds Me has loft his 


hawk in our garden ; he * it is pearch d upon one of 


the trees; may we let him have'n again, Sir? 

Mr. Barn. Go tell him that —— 

Col. Nay, you may tell him yourſelf, for here he 
comes. 


S CEN EK. IV. 


Enter tbe Baron de Meſſy. 


Sir, 'm your moſt humble Servant, and afk you a 
thouſand pardons that I ſhould live ſo long in your neigh- 
bourhood, and come upon ſuch an occaſion as this to pay 
you my firſt reſpects. 

Mr. Parn, Tt is very well, Sir ; but I think people 
may be very good neighbours without vifiting one 
another, N | 

Baron. Prav how do you like our country ? 

Mr. Barn, Not at all, Pm quite tired on't. 

Marg. Is it not the Baron? [ Afide] it is certainly he. 

Baron. How; my dear Marquis! let me embrace you. 

Marg. My dear Baron, let me kifs you, 

[They run and embrace. 

Baron. We have not ſeen one another ſince we were 
ſchool-fellows, before. hs 

Marg. The happieſt Rencontre / | 

Bro. Theſe gentlemen ſeem to be very well ac- 

quainted. ä | 
5 Mr. Harn. Yes, but I know neither ont᷑ nor t'other of 
em. 
Marg. Baron, let me preſent to you one of the beſt- 
natur'd men in the world, Mr. Barnard here, the flower 
of hoſpitality I congratulate you upon having ſo 
good a neighbour. | | 

Mr. Barn, Sir! | 

Baron. It is an advantage I am proud of, 

Mr. Barn. Sir! - Mien 

Marg. Come, gentlemen, you muſt be very inti- 
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mate; let me have the honour of bringing you better ac- 

uainted. 

Mr. Barn. Sir 

Baron. Dear Marquis, 1 ſhall take it as a Genie if 

ou'll do me that honour, 

M.. Barn. Sir! | 

Marg, With all my heart——Come, Baron, now you 
are here we can make up the moſt agreeable company in 
the world — Faith you ſhall ftay and paſs a few days 
with us. 

Mr. Barn... Methinks now, this ſon of a whore does 
the honour of my houſe to a miracle. 

Baron. | don't know what to ſay, but I ſhou'd be very 
glad you'd excuſe me. | 

Mana Faith, I can't. 

Baron. Dear Marquis. 

Marg. Egad JI won't. 

Baron. Well, ſince it muſt be ſo But here comes 
the Lady of the family. 


Enter Mrs. Barnard. 
Marg. Madam, let me preſent -you to the flower of 


France, 

Baron. Madam, I ſhall think myſelf the happieſt per- 
ſon in the world in your Ladyſhip's acquaintance; and 
the little eſtate I have in this country I eſteem more than 
all the reſt, becauſe it lies ſo near your Ladyſhip, © 

Mrs. — Sir, your moſt humble — * 

Marg. Madam, the Baron de Meſſy is the beſt humour -d 
man in the world, I've enn with him to 8 
his com any a few days, 

Mrs. Barn. I'mi fare you could oo oblige Mr. Bars 
nard or me more. 

Mr. Barn. That's a damn'd lye, I'm ſure, 1 

Baron. I'm ſorry, Madam, I can't accept of the ho- 
nour for it falls out ſo unluckily, that I've ſome 
ladies at my houſe that I can't poſſibly leave. 

Marg. No matter, no matter, Baron; you have la- 


dies at your houſe, we have ladies at our houſe — let's 
join 
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join companies come, let's ſend for them immedi- 
ately; the more the merrier. 

Mr. Barn, An admirable expedient, truly! 

4 "_ Well, ſince it mult be ſo, Pll go for them my. 
elf. | 

Marg. Make haſte, dear Baron, for we ſhall be impa. 
tient for your return. 

Baron, Madam, your moſt humble ſervant——But I 
won't take my leave of you———1 ſhall be back again 
immediately—— Monſieur Barnard, I'm your moſt hum- 
ble ſeryant; ſince you will have it ſo, Il return as ſoon 
as poſſible. 

+ Mr. Barn. | have it ſo! *ſbud, Sir, you may ſtay as 
long as you pleaſe ; I'm in no haſte for ye. 
[ Exeunt Baron and Marguis, 

Mr. Barn. Madam, you are the cauſe that I am not 
maſter of my own houſe. Tac i bas. 

Mr.. Barn. Will you never learn to be reaſonable, 
huſband ? | 


The Marquis returns. 


„Marg. The Baron is the beſt humour'd man in the 
world, only a little too ceremonious, that's all love 
to be free and generous; ſince I came to Paris I've re- 
ſormꝰ'd half the court. D Tow a bing gd #7 
Mrs, Barn. You are of the moſt; agreeable humour in 
the world, Marquis. r | 
Marg. Always merry —— But what have you done 
S 
e Harun. em at cards 
Marg. Well, I'll wait upon em — but, Madam, let 
me. deſire! you not to put youxſelf ta any extraordinary 
expence upon our accounts ————You mult, conſider. we. 
have more than one day to live together. A x 
Mrs. Barn. You are pleaſed to be merry, Marquis. 
Marg. Treat us without cexemony ;; good wine and 
oultry you have of your own ; wild-fowl and fiſh are 
1 to your door Vou need not ſend; abroad for 
any thing but a piece of butcher's meat, or ſq———Let 


us have no extraordinaries. | 13 
r. 
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Mr. Barn. If I had the feeding of you, a- thunder 
bolt ſhould be your ſupper. | ; 

Mrs. Barn. Huſband, -will you never change your hu- 
mour ? If you go on at this rate, it will be impoſſible to 
live with ye. | 

Mr. Barn. Very true ; for in a little time I ſhall have 
nothing to live upon. 

Mrs. Barn. Do you know what ridicalous figure you 
make ? 

Mr. Barn. You'll make a great deal worſe, when you 
— t money enough to pay for the waſtung of your 
ſhifts. 

Mrs. Barn. It ſeems you married me obly to diſho- 
nour me ; how horrible this is ! N 

Mr. Barn. I tell ye, you'll ruin me. Do you know 
how much money you ſpend in a year? 

, Barn, Not I traly, I don't underſtand arithme- 
tic 

Mr. Barn, Arithmetic, O lud! O lud! Is. it fo. hard 
to comprehend, that he who receives but ſixpence and 
ſpends a ſhilling, muſt be ruin'd in the end ? 

Mrs. Barn. I never troubled my head with accompts, 
nor never will; but if you did but know what ridiculous 
things the world ſays of ye 

Mr. Barn. Rot the — Twill fa worſe of me 
when Pm in a jail. 

Mrs. Bars, A very Chriſtian-like ſayi ying, truly. 

Mr. Barn, Don't 11 me of Chtiftran=— Adfbud, Þ'11 
turn Jew, 1 eat at my table pages not 
circumciſed, 


"Pinter Liſetta. 


Life Madarhy, there's the Dutehefs of ning juſt 
fell lown near our door, her coach was overturn'd. 

Mrs. Barn. I hope her Grace has received n no hurt. 

Ii. No, Madam, but her coach is Broke. 

Mr. Barn, Then there's a ſmith in town may mend it. 

Li/. They lay, *twill require two or three days to fit 
it up again. 


Mrs. Barn. Im glad on't with all my heart, for 8 
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I ſhall enjoy the pleaſure of her Grace's good company, 
I'll wait upon her. 


Mr. Barn. Very fine doings this! [ Zxeunt ſeveral, 


os el a 


—_— 


OE 


—— „ ͤ — 


ACT UH. 8 CE NE I. 
Enter Mr. Barnard. | 


Eaven be now my comfort, for my houſe is hell: 


[Sta-ts.] Who's there, what do you want? who 
are you ? 


Enter ſervant with a portmanteau, 4 


Serv. Sir, here's your couſin Janno and couſin Marw- 
&n come from Paris. 


Mr. Barn. What a plague do they want? 
Entor Janno leading in Mawkin. 


Jan. Come, ſiſter, come along O here's couſin 
Barnard: Couſin Barnard, your ſervant ——— 
Here's my ſiſter Mawkin and I are come to ſee you. 

Mawk. Ay, coufin, here's brother Janno and I are 
come from Paris to ſee you: pray how. does couſin Ma- 

riamne do? Nag | 

Jan. My ſiſter and I waunt well at Paris; ſo my fa- 
ther ſent us here for two or three weeks to take a little 
country air. | 

Mr. Barn. You cou'd not come to a worſe place; for 
this is the worſt air in the whole county. 

Mawk. Nay, I'm ſure, my father ſays it is the beſt, 
Mr. Barn. Your father's a fool; I tell ye, tis the 
worſt. 

Jan. Nay, couſin, I fancy you're miftaken now; for 
I begin to find my ſtomach come to me already ; in a 
fortnight's time you ſhall ſee how I'll lay about me. 

Mr Barn. I don't at all doubt it, , 

Maro. Father wou'd have ſent ſiſter Flip ogy _ 

; | other 
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brother Humphrey, but the calaſh would not hold us all, 
and ſo they don't come till to-morrow with mother, 

Jan. Come, ſiſter, let's put up our things in our cham- 
ber; and after you have 1 my face, and put me on 
a clean neckcloth, we'll go in and ſee how our couſins do. 

Maw#, Ay, come along, we'll go and fee couſin Ma- 
r. amNne, | 

Jan. Couſin, we ſhan't give you much trouble, one 
bed will ſerve us; for ſiſter Mawr and I always lie to- 

ether, | 
6 Mawk, But, couſin ; mother prays you that you'd 
order a little cock-broth for brother Janne and I, to be 
got ready as ſoon as may be. 

Jan Ay, a pro 6s, couſin Barnard, that's true; my 
mother deſires, that we may have ſome cock-broth to 
drink two or three times a-day between meals, for my 
ſiſter and I are ſick folks. 

Mak, And ſome young chic'. ens, too, the doctor 
ſaid would bring us to our ſtomachs very ſoon. 

Jan. You fib now, ſiſter, it waunt young chickens, 
ſo it waunt, it was plump partridges ſure, the doctor 
ſaid ſo, 

Maw, Ay, ſo it was brother, — come, let's go in, 
and ſee our couſins. 

Jan. Ay, come along, fiſter—couſin Barnard, don't 
forget the cock- broth. [ Exeunt Janno and Mawkin, 

Mr. Barn. What the Devil does all this mean 
mother, and ſiſter Flip, and little brother Humphrey, and 
chickens, and partridges, and cock-broth, and fire from 
hell to dreſs *em all. 


CEN 2 


| Enter Colin, 

Col. O meaſter, O meaſter——you'll not chide to- 
day, as you are uſen to do, no marry will you not; ſee 
now what it is to be wiſer than one's meaſter. | 

Mr. Barn, What wou'd this fool have ? 

Col. Why thanks and money to boot, an folk were 
grateful. | | 

Mr, 
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Mr. Barn. What's the matter? 

Col. Why the matter is, if you have good ſtore of com. 
pauy in your houſe, you have good ſtore of meat to put 
in their bellies. | 
Mr. Barn. How ſo? how ſo ? 

Col, Why a large and ſtately ſtag, with a pair of 
horns on his head, heavens bleſs you, your worſhip 
might be ſeen, to wear em, comes towards our Geat a 

uffing and blawing like a cow in hard labour 
ow ſays J to myſelf, ſays I, if my meaſter refuſe to let 
this fine youth come in, why then he's a fool, d'ye ſee— 
80 I opens him the geat, pulls of my hat with both my 
you, and ſaid you're welcome, kind Sir, to our 
ouſe. 

Mr. Barn, Well, well! | 

Col. Well, well, ay, and ſo it is well, as you ſhall 
ſtraightway hnd——So in he trots, and makes directly 
towards our barn, and goes bounce, bounce, againſt the 
door, as boldly as if he had been meaſter on*t—— he 
turns'en about and thwacks'n down in the ſtra, as who 
would ſay, here will I lay me till to-morrow morning— 
But he had no fool. to deal with ——for to the kitchen 
goes I, and takes me down a prac My and with a breace 
of balls, I hits'n ſuch a flap in the feace, that he nc'er 
ſpoke a word more to me--—Have I done well or no 
meaſter ? | 

Mr. Barn. Yes, you have done very well for once. 

Cel, But this was not all, for a parcel of dogs came 
yelping after their companion, as 1 ſuppoſe; ſo I goes 
to the back yard-door, and as many as came by, ſhy, 
ſays I, and drove them into the gearden, ſo there they 
are as ſafe as in a pawnd——ha, ha, but I can but 
think what a power of paſties we ſhall have at our houſe, 
ha, ha, [Exit Colin, 

Mr. Barn. I ſee Providence takes ſome care of me: 
this cou'd never have happened in a better time, 


4 SCENE 
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K 
Enter Cook. 


Ceok. Sir, Sir, in the name of wonder, what do you 
mean? is it by your orders that all thoſe dogs were let 
into the garden ? | 

Mr. Barn, How! | 

Cob. ] believe there's forty or fifty dogs tearing up 
the "lettice and cabbage by the root, I believe before 
they have done, they'll rout up the whole garden, 

Mr. Barn. This is that rogue's doings. ä 

C:ch, This was not all, Sir, for three or four of 'em 
came into the kitchen, and tore half the meat off the 
ſpit that was for your worſhip's ſupper. 

Mr. Barn, The very dogs plague me. 

Cook, And then there's a crew of hungry footmen 
who devour'd what the dogs left, fo that there's not a 


bit left for your worſhip's ſupper, not a ſcrap, not one - 


morſe], Sir. [Krit Cook. 
Mr. Barn, Sure I ſhall hit on ſome way to cet nd of 
this crew, 


S NN. 
| Enter Colin. 

Col. Sir, Sir, here's the devil to do without yonder ; 
a parcel of fellows ſwear they'll have our veniſon, and 
$blead I ſwear they mall have none on't, ſo ftand to 

your arms, meaſter. #9 
Mr. Barn, Ay, you've done finely, rogue, raſcal, have 
ou not? [ Beating bim. 
Col, *Sblead, I fay they ſhan't have our veniſon. III 
die before I'll part with it. A "> "TI 


Enter Griffard, a 6 
Grif. Brother, there's ſome gentlemen within aſk for 
you. | 
Mr. Barn, What gentlemen ? who are they ? i 
Griff. The gentlemen that have been hunting all this 


morning, they're now gone up to your wite's — 
| ? r. 
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Mr. Barn. The Devil go with 'em. 

Griff. There is but one way to get rid of this plague, 
and that is, as I told you before, to ſet your houſe on 
fire. 

Mr. Barn. That's doing myſelf an injury, not them. 

Griff. There's dogs, horſes, maſters and ſervants, all 
intend to ſtay here *till to-morrow morning, that they 
may be near the woods to hunt the earlier beſides ( 
overheard them) they're in a kind of plot againſt you. 
Mr. Barn, What did they ſay ? 

Griff. You'll be angry if | tell ye, 

Mr. Barn. Can I be more angry than I am ? 

Grif. They ſaid then that it was the greateſt pleaſure 
in the world to ruin an old lawyer in the country, u ho 
had got an eſtate by ruining honeſt people in town. 

Mr. Barn. There's 3 for ye! 

Grif. I'm miſtaken it they don't play you ſome trick 
or other. 1 

Mr. Barn. Hold, let me conſider, 

Griff. What are you * | 

Griff. Pm conceiving, I ſhall bring forth preſently —— 
oh, i have it, it comes from hence, wit was 1ts father, 
and invention its mother; if I had thought on't ſooner, 
J ſhou'd have been happy. 

Grif. What is it:? 

Mr. Barn. Come, come along, I ſay; you muſt help 
me to put it in execution. p | | 


$:C-E NE V. 
Enter Liſetta. h 
Lif. Sir, my miſtreſs deſires you to walk up, ſhe is not 
able, by herſelf, to pay the Sie due to ſo much good 
tompany. | | 
Mr. Barn, O the carrion ! what does ſhe play her 


jeſts upon me too ? —— —but mum, he laughs beſt that 
BB | irc | f 


4/. What ſhall I tell her, Sir, will you come? 


Mr. Barn, Yes, yes, tell her I'll come with a pox to her, 
2. [Excunt Mr. Barnard and O96 
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I.. Nay, I don't wonder he ſhou'd be angry - they 
do try his patience, that's the truth on't. 


ZU 


Euter Mariamne. 


What, Madam, have you left your mother and the com- 


pany? 


Mar. So much tittle tattle makes my head ake; I 


don't wonder my father ſhou'd not love the country, for 


beſides the expence he's at, he never enjoys a minute's 


uiet. | | 

Li/. But let's talk of our own affairs—have you writ 
to your lover ? 

Mar. No, for I have not had time ſince I ſaw him. 

Liſ. Now you have time then, about it immediately, 
for he's a ſort of deſperate ſpark, and a body does not 
know what he may do, if he ſhou'd not hear from you; 
beſides you promiſed him, and you muſt behave yourſelf 
like a woman of honour, and keep your word, 

Mar, I'll about it this minute, 


Enter Charly, | 


Char, Couſin, couſin, couſin, where are you going? 
Come back, I have ſomething to ſay to you | 

Ji. What does this troubleſome boy want? 

Char, What's that to you what I want ? perhaps I have 
ſomething to ſay to her that will make her laugh 
why ſure ! what need you care ? 

Mar. Don't ſaub my couſin Charly——well, what 1s't ? 

Char. Who do you think I met, as I was coming here, 
but that handſome gentleman I've ſeen at church ogle 
you like any devil? 

Mar, Huſh, faftly, couſin. 

Li/. Not a word of that for your life. 

Char, O] know | ſhou'd nat i on't before folks; 
you know I made ſigns to you above, that I wanted to 
ipeak to you in private, didn't I, couſin? 

Mar. Yes, yes, I ſaw you. | 

Vol. U. HK. „ 445 e 


* 
9 > 
a 


r WEE 


= 
„ —_— 


LY 
* 
1 
15 
1 
1 
l 
* 
BY 
1 
, 
\ 
4 


— = 5 Py Mi — . 
OT ITE DEI A aro rs ent 


* 


190 The CovnTry-Hovss. 


Cher. You ſee I can keep a ſecret.—.—] am no girl. 
mun ——T believe | cou'd tell you fifty and fifty to 
that, of my ſiſter Cicely ———O ſhe's the devil of a 
girl —--but ſhe gives me money and ſugar-plumbs—— 
and thoſe that are kind to me fare the better for it, you 
lee couſin, 

Mar. I always ſaid my couſin Charly was a good-na- 
tur'd boy. | 

Ii Well, and did he know you? 

(Var. Yes, I think he did know me for he took nie 
in his arms, and did fo hug and kiſs me— - between 

ou and I, couſin, I believe he is one of the beſt friends 
have in. the world, : 

Mar. Well, but what did he ſay to you ? 

Cher, Why, he aſk'd me where | was going; I told 
him 1 was coming to ſee you; you're a lying young rogue, 
ſays he, I'm ſure 10u dare not go ſce your 2 for 
the muſt know my ſiſter was with me, and it ſeems he took 

er for a crack, and I being a forward boy, he fancied [ 
was going to make love to her under a hedge, ha, ha. 


Mar. 80. : | 
Char. So he offer'd to lay me a exvis a” Or that I was 
not coming to you; ſo done, ſays 1 Done, ſays 


he, — — and ſo *twas a bett, you know, 
Ma. Certainly, 
Char. So my ſiſter's honour being concern'd, and 
having a mind to win his Lewis d Or, d'ye ſee——I bid 
him follow me, that he might ſee whether | came in or 
no- but he ſaid he'd wait forme at the little garden gate 
that opens into the fields, and if I would come thro? the 
houſe and meet him there, he ſhould know by that whe- 
ther J had been in or no. 
Mar. Very well. 
Char. So] went there, open'd the gate and let him in— 
Mar. What then? 
\ Char. Why then he paid me the Lewis d Or, that's all, 
Mar. Why, that was honeſtly done. | 
Char. And then he talk'd to me of you, and ſaid you 
had the charmingeſt bubbies, and every time he nam'd 
Jem, ha! ſays he, as if he had been ſipping hot wy 
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Mar. But was this all ? 
| Char. No, for he had a mind, you muſt know, to win 
his Lezwis d Or back again; fo he laid me another, that 
dare not come back, and tell you that he was there; 
ſo couſin, | hope 92 won't let me loſe, for if you don't 
go to him and tell him that ve won, he won't pay me. 
Mar. What, wou'd you have me go and ſpeak to a 
man ? | | | 
Char. Not for any harm, but to win your poor couſin 
a Lewis Or. I'm ſure you will—for you're a modeſt 
young woman, and may go without danger——Well, 
couſin, I'll ſwear you look very handſome to-day, and 
have the prettieſt bubbies there; do let me feel 'em, I'II 


1 ſwear you muſt, 
Mar. What does the young _ mean? I ſwear Ill 
; have you whipt. [Exeunt Charly, and Mariamne. 
| Enter Colin, 
Col. Ha, ha, ha! our old gentleman's a wag efaith, 
he'll be even with 'em for all this, ha, ha, ha 
g Lij. What's the matter? what does the fool laugh at? 
0 C. We tn't in our houſe now, Liſetta, we're in an 
inn: ha, ha! 
Li/. How in an inn? 
d Col. Yes, in an inn, my meaſter has gotten an old 
d ruſty (word, and hung it up at our geat, and writ un- 
r derneath with a piece of charcoal with his own fair hand, 
te At the Sword Royal; entertainment for nun and horſe : ha, 
e — | 
» Li/. What whim is this ? 
Col. Thou, and J, live at the Sword Royal, ha, ha 
Li/. I'll go tell my miſtreſs of her father's extrava- 
— gance. | [Exit I iſetta. 
. SNN 
fi Enter Mr. Barnard and Griffard. 
4 Mr, Barn, Ha, ha! yes I think this will do. Sirrah, 
Colin, you may now let ia all the world; the more the 
4 better. | | 
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Colin. Yes, Sir——Odsfleſh ! we ſhall break all the 


inns in the country ———Por we have a brave handſome 
landlad:, and a curious young laſs to her daughter — 
O, here comes my young meaſter— We'll make him 


chamberlain— ha, ha—— 


Euter Dorant, 


Mr. Barn. What's the matter, ſon ? How comes it 
that you are all alone? You uſed to do me the favour to 
bring ſome of your friends along with ye. 

Dor. Sir, there are ſome of em coming; I only rid 
before, to beg you to give them a favourable reception. 

Mr. Barn. Ay why not? it is both for your honoyr 
and mine ; you thall be maſter, 

Dar. Sir, we have now an opportunity of making all 

gentlemen in the country our friends 

; Mr. Barn. I'm glad on't with all my heart; pray how 
0? | 
Dor. There's an old quarrel to be made up between 
two families, and all the company are to meet at our 
houſe. | 
Mr. Barn. Ay, with all my heart; but pfay what is 
the quarrel ? g! | DEG 

Dor. O, Sir, a very ancient quarrel! ; It happened 
between their great grandfathers about a duck. 

Mr. Barn. A quarrel of conſequence truly. | 

Dor, And *twill be a great honour to us, if 'this ſhou'd 
be accommodated at our houſe. 

Mr. Barn. Without doubt. 

Der. Dear Sir, you aſtoniſh me with this goodneſs; 
how ſhall I exp:efs this obligation? I was afraid, Sir, 
you would not like it, | 

Mr. Barn. Why ſo? | 
Dor. I thought, Sir, you did not care for the expence. 


Mr. Barn. O Lord, J am the moſt alter'd man in the 
world from what I was, I'm quite another thing, mun ; 
but how many are there of em? 155 
Har. Net above nine or ten of a de, Sir. 
Mr. Ian. O, we ſhall diſpoſe of them eaſily N. 

Do-. 


3 


-purchafed it. 
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Dor. Some of 'em will be here preſently, the reſt I 


don't expect till to-morrow morning. 

Mr. Barn, I hope they're good companions, jolly fel- 
lows, that love to eat and drink well. 

Dor. The merrieſt, beſt-natur'd creatures in the world, 
Sir, : 

Mr. Barn. I'm very glad on't, for 'tis ſuch men I 
want. Come, brother, you and I will go and prepare for 
their reception. | 
| Exeunt Mr. Barnard and his brother. 

Dor. Bleſs me, what an alteration is here! How my 
father's remper is chang'd within theſe two or three 
days! Do you know the meaning of it? 

Col. Why the meaning on't is, ha, ha 
Fa Can you tell me the cauſe of this ſudden change, 

ay ? . 

Cal Why the cauſe on't is, ha, ha. 

Dor. What do you laugh at, firrah ? do you know? 

Cel. Ha ecauſe the old gentleman's a drole, 
that's all. | 

Dor. Sirrah, if I take the cudgel—— 

Cel. Nay, Sir, don't be angry for a little harmleſs 
mirth —— But here are your friends. 6s 


S CT r e E um. 
| Enter three gentlemen. 
Dor. Gentlemen you are welcome to Paffy-Hall ; ſee 


that theſe gentlemens horſes are taken care of, 


1 Gen, A very fine dwelling this. 
Dor. Yes, the houfe is tolerable. | 
2 Gen. And a very fine lordſhip belongs to it. 
Der. 'The land is good. 
3 Gen, This houſe ought to have been mine, for my 
grandfather ſold it to his father, from whom your father 
Der. Yes, the houſe has gone thro” a great many hands. 
_ 1 Cen. A ſign there has always been good houſe-keep- 
mg in it. ar 1 . £ 1 n 4 
Dor. And J hope there ever will. 
"+ 3 Enter 
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Enter Mr. Barnard, and Griffard, d ref like drawers, 


Mr. Barn. Gentlemen, do you call? will you pleaſe to 
fee a room, gentlemen ? ſomebody take off the pen. 
tlemens boots there? 

Dor. Father! uncle! what is the meaning of this? 

Mr. Barn. Here, ſhew a room—— or will you pleaſe 
to walk into the ki:chen firſt, gentlemen, inf ſee what 
you like for dinner. 

1 Gen. Make no preparations, Sir, your own dinner 
is ſufficient, 

Mr. Barn. Very well, I underſtand ye; let's ſee, how 
many are there of ye? [Tells 1 70 One, two, three, 
four: well, gentlemen, 'tis but half a crown a- piece 
for yourſelves, and ſix-pence a-head for your ſervants; 
your dinner ſhall be ready in half an hour; here, ſhew 
the gentlemen into the Apollo. | 

2 Gen. What, Sir, does your father keep an inn? 

Mr. Barn. The Sword Royal; at your ſervice, Sir. 

Dor. But father let me ſpeak to you; would you diſ- 
grace me ? | 

Mr. Harn. My wine is very good, gentlemen, but to 
be very plain with ye, it is dear. 5 

Dor. O, I ſhall run diſtracted. 


Mr. Pa u. You ſeem not to like my houſe, gentle- 
mer, rus way try all the inns in the county, and not 


be better entertained ; but I own my bills run high. 
Dor. Gentlemen, let me beg the favour of ye. 
1 Gut, Ay, my young *Squire of the Sword Royal, you 
Mall receive ſome favours from us. 
Der. Dear Monſieur le Guarantiere. 
1 Gen, Here, my horſe there. 
Dor. Monfieur la Ro/e. 
2 Geut, Damn ye, ye prig. 
Dor. Monſieur 3 | 
3 Gent. Go to the devil. [ Exennt Gentlewen, 
Dor. O, I'm diſgrac'd for ever. | | | 
Mr. Parr. Now, ſon, this will teach you how to live. 
Der. Your ſon ? I deny the kindred ; I'm the fon of 
4 7 whore, 


r 
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2 whore, and Ill burn your houſe about your ears, you 


01d rogue you, [ Exit. 
Mr. Barn. Ha, ha 
Griff. The young gentleman's in a paſſion, | 

Mr. Barn. I' ore Hem all gone for all that, and the 


Savcrd Reyal's the beſt general in Chriſtendom. 


Enter Eraſtus's ſervant, talking avith Liſetta. 
Li/. What, that tall gentleman I ſaw in the. garden 
with ve? | 
Serv. The ſame, he's my maſter's uncle, and ranger 


of the king's foreſts — He intends to leave my maſter all 


he has. 

Mr. Barn, Don't I know this ſcoundrel ? What, is 
his maſter here? What do you do here, raſcal ? 

Serv. I was aſking which muit be my maſter's 
chamber, 

Mr. Harn. Where is your maſter ? 

Serv. Above ſtairs with your wife and daughter ; and 
I want to know where he's to lie that I may put up his 
things, 

Mz. Parn. Do you ſo, raſcal ? 

Sery, A very handſome inn this—Here, drawer, fetch 


we a pint of wine. 


Mr. Barn. Take that, raſcal, do you banter us? 
[ Kicks him cut, 


Enter Mrs. Barnard, 
Mrs. Parn, What is the meaning of this, huſband ? 


Are not you aſham'd to turn your houſe into an inn 
———and is this a dreſs for my ſpouſe, and a man cf 
your character? 
Mr. Barn. I'd rather wear this dreſs than be ruin'd. 
Mrs, Barn. You're nearer being ſo than you imagine: 
for there are ſome perſons within, who have it in 4heis 
power to puniſh you for your ridiculous folly, | 


Enter Eraſtus, leading in Mariamne. 
Mr. Parn, How, Sir, what means this? who ſent 


you here ? 
"8 '4 4”, It 
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Er. It was the Iuckieft ſtar in your firmament that 
ſent me here, 

Mr. Barn. Then I doubt, at my birth, the planets 
were but in a ſcurvy diſpoſition, | 

Er. Killing one of the king's ſtags, that run hither 
for refuge, is enough to overturn a fortune much bet. 
ter eſtabliſhed than yours —— However, Sir, if you will 
conſent to give me your daughter, for her fake 1 will 
bear you harmleſs. 

Mr. Barn. No, Sir, no man ſhall have my daughter, 
that won't take my houſe too. | 

Er. Sir, I will take your houſe; pay you the full 
value of it, and you ſhall remain as much maſter of it as 
ever, 

Mr. Barn, No, Sir, that won't do neither; you muſt 
be maſter yourſelf, and from this minute begin to do the 
honours of it in your own perſon, 

Er. Sir, I readily conſent. 

Mr. Barn. Upon that condition, and in order to get 
rid of my houſe, here, take my daughter — And now, 
Sir, if you think you've a hard bargain, I don't care if l 
toſs you in my wife to make you amends, 


Well then, fince all things thus are fairly ſped, 

My Son in anger, and my Daughter wed ; 

M Houſe di/pos'd cf, the ſole cauſe of ftrife, 

1 now) may hope to lead a happy life, 
Af I can part with my Engaging Wife. 


A JOUR: 


$090000020040020600995006 


A 
JoURNEY to LoNDON. 
Being Part of a 


Written by 


Sir JouN VANBRUOH. 


00020090000060090090” 5390 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Sir Francis Headpiece, a country gentleman, 
Lord Lower ule, 
Sir Charles. 


Uncle Richard, uncle to Sir Francis. 
Squire Humphry, ſon to Sir Francis. 
Colonel Courtly. 

Jobn Moody, ſervant to Sir Francis, 
James, ſervant to uncle Richard. 


WOM EN. 


Lady Headpiece. 

Miſs Betty, her daughter, 

Lady Arabella, wife to Lord Lowerule, 
Clarinda, a young unmarried lady. 
Mrs. Metherly, one that lets lodgings, 
Martilla, her mece. 


[ 139 ] 


A 


JouURNE Y 1 LONDON. 


ACT l 


S CE N E Ducle Richard's Houſe. 


Uncle Richard us. 


ww HAT prudent cares does this deep foreſeeing 
nation take, for the ſupport of its worthipful 


families ! In order to which, and that they may not fall 
to be always fignificant and uſeful in their country, it 
is a ſettled foundation-point that every child that is 
born ſhall be a beggar———except one; and that 
he— ſhall be a fool — My grandfather was bred 
a fool, as the country * my father was a fool, 

— as my mother uſed to ſay; my brother was 2 
fool, to my own knowledge, though a great juſtice 
of the peace ; and he has left a ſon, that will make 
his ſon a fool, or I am miſtaken. The lad is now 
fourteen years old, and but juſt out of his Pſalter. 
As to his honour'd father, my much eſteem'd ne- 


phew, here I have him. [Shiwwirg A letter] In this 
pro- 


1%0 AJournety jw LonDoOoN, 


profound epiſtle (which I have juſt now received) 
there is the top and bottom of him. Forty years and 
two is the age of him; in which it is computed by 
his butler, his own perſon has drank two and thirty 
ton of ale. 'The reſt of his time has been employed 
in perſecuting all the poor four-legg'd creatures round, 
that wou'd but run away faſt enough from him, to 
give him the high-mettled pleaſure of running after 
them. In this noble employ he has broke his right arm, 
his left leg, and both his collar-bones—-— Once he 
broke his neck, but that did him no harm: A nimble 
hedge leaper, a brother of the ſtirrup that was by, 
whipt off his horſe and mended it, His eſtate being 
left him with two jointures, and three weighty mort- 
gages upon it, he to make all eaſy, and pay his bro- 
ther's and ſiſter's portions, married a profuſe young 
houſewife for love, with never a penny of money. 
Having done all this, like his brave anceſtors, * 
the ſupport of the family, he now finds children and 
intereſt money make ſuch a bawling about his ears, 
that he has taken the friendly advice of his neighbour, 
the good Lord Courtlowe, to run his eſtate two thouſand 
er more in debt, that he may retrieve his affairs 
by being a parliament-man, and bringing his wife to 
' Tondon, to play off an hundred pounds at dice with la- 
dies of quality, before breakfaſt. 

Eut let me read this wiſeacre's letter once over again. 


Moſt Honoured Uncle, 
1 Do not donbt but you hade much rejoiced at my ſucceſs, 


in my election; it has coſt me ſome monty, I can: but 
*what of all that ! I am a parliament-mam, and that will 
et all to rights, I have lived in the country ail my days, 
s true; but what thin! I have made ſpeeches at tht 
Jeffrons, and in the very toe, and can elſewhere perhats, 
ws avell as ſome others that do; and I hade a noble friend 
hard ty, aubo has let me into ſome ſir all knoevledge of what's 
what at Weſtminſter. And fo that I may always be at 
hand to ſerve iny country, I have con ulted with my 5 
2 about 
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about taking @ houſe at London, and bringing her and my 
{amily up to town ; which, her opinion is, will be the rigbteſt 
thing in the world. 

My wife's opinion about bringing her to Loxdon ! I'll 
read no more of thez———Beaſt, 

[ Strikes the letter down with his flick, 
Enter James haſtily. 

James. Sir, Sir, do you hear the news ? they are all 
a- coming. | 

Unc, Rich. Ay, ſirrah, I hear it with a pox to it. 
James. Sir, here's John Moody arriv'd already; he's. 
ſtumping about the ftreets in his dirty boots, and aſking 
every man he meets, if they can tell where he may 
have a good lodging for a parliament-man, till he can 
hire fuck a houſe as becomes him; he tells them his la- 
dy and all the family are coming too, and that they are 
ſo nobly attended, they care not a fig for any body. 
Sir, they have added two cart-horſes to the four old 
geldings, becauſe my lady will have it ſaid, ſhe came to 
town in her coach and fix, and (ha, ha,) heavy George 
the plowman rides poſtillion. 

Unc, Rich, Very well; the journey begins as it ſhou'd. 
do— — James. 

James. Sir. 

Unc. Rich, Doſt know whether they bring all the 
children with them ? | 

James. Only Squire Humphry, and Maſs Betty. Sir; 
the other ſix are put to board at half a crown a week a 
head, with Jaan Grow/e, at Smoke dungbil farm. 

Unc, Rich. The Lord have mercy upon all good. 
folks ! what work will thefe people make! doſt know 
when they'll be here ? | 


Juanes, Fohn ſays, Sir, they'd have been here laſt 


night, but that the old wheezy-belly horſe tir'd, and 
the two fore-wheels came craſh down at once in Vag- 
gonrut-lane, Sir, they were cruelly loaden, as I under- 
ftand ; my lady herſelf, he ſays, laid on four mail 
trunks, beſides the great deal-box, which fat Tem ſat 
upon behind. ; 

Unc, Rich. 
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Unc. Rich. Soh! 
T.xmes. Then within the coach there was Sir F rancis, 
my Lady, and the great fat lap-dog, Squire Humphry, 
Miſs Betty, my Lady's maid Mrs. Handy, and De! Tribe 
the cook; but the puked with fitting backward, ſo they 
mounted her into the coach-box. i 

Unc. Rich, Very well. 

James. Then, Sir, for fear of a famine, before they 
ſhould get to the baiting-place, there was ſuch baſkets 
of plumb-cake, Dutch - gingerbread, Cheſhire-cheeſe, 
Naples-biſcuits, Macaroons, Neats-tongues, and cold 
boil'd beef and in caſe of ſickneſs, ſuch bottles of 
uſquebaugh, black cherry-brandy, cinamon- water, ſack, 
tent, and ſtrong. beer, as made the old coach crack 
again, 8 | 

1 Rich, Well faid! - 

Fames. And for defence of this good cheer, and m 
Lady's little pearl necklace, there was the family bal- 
ket-hilt ſword, the great Turkiſh cimiter, the old blun- 
derbuſs, a good bag of bullets, and a great horn of 
gunpowder. 

nc. Rich. Admirable ! 

Fames, Then for band-bexes, they were ſo bepiled 
up to Sir Francis's noſe, that he could only peep out at 
a chance hole with one eye, as if he were viewing the 
country thro? a perſpective glaſs. But, Sir, if you 
pleaſe, FP! go look after John Moody a little for fear of 
accidents: For he neyer was in London before, you 
know, but one week, and then he was kidnapp'd into 
a houſe of ill repute, where he exchang'd all his money 


and clothes for a .So I'Il go look after him, 
Sir. [ Exit, 


Une. Rich. Nay, I don't doubt but this wiſe expe- 
dition will be attended with more: adventures than one, 
— This noble head, and ſupporter of his fami- 
ly, will, as an honeſt country gentleman, get credit 
enough amongſt the tradeſmen, to run ſo far in debt in 
one ſeſſion, as will make him juſt fit for a goal, when 
he's drop'd at the next election. He will make his 


ſpeeches in the houſe to ſhew the government of what im- 
portance 
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rtance he can be to them, by which they will ſee, he 
can be of no importance at all ; and he will find in time, 
that he ſtands valued at (if he votes right). being ſome- 
time invited to dinner, Then his wife (Who 
has ten times more of a jade about her than he yet 
knows of) will ſo improve in this rich ſoil, ſhe will, in 
one month, learn every vice the fineſt lady in the town 
can teach her. She will be extremely courteous to the 
fops who make love to her in jeſt, and ſhe will be ex- 
tremel teful to thoſe who do it in earneſt, She will 
viſit ul adies that will let her into their houſes, and 
ſhe will run in debt to all the ſhopkeepers that will let 
her into their books. In ſhort, before her huſband has 
got five pound by a ſpeech at W:fminfter, ſhe will have 
loſt five hundred at cards and dice in the pariſh of St. 
James's, Wife and family to London with a pox! 


[ Going off. 


Exter James and John Moody. 


James. Dear John Moody, I'm ſo glad to ſee you in 

London once more. | 
ohn Moody. And I you, my dear Janes Give me a 
kiſs —— Why that's friendly, | 

James, I wiſh they had been ſo, John, that you met 
with when you were here before. 

Jobn Moody. Ah Murrain upon all rogues 
and whores, I ſay : But I am grown ſo cunning now, 
the de'el himſelf can't handle me. I have made a no- 
table bargain for theſe lodgings here, we are to pay 
= five pounds a week, and have all the houſe to our- 
elves, 

* N Where are the people that belong to it to be 
en ? 

Jobn Moody, O! there's only the gentlewoman, her 
two maids, and a couſin, a very pretty civil young wo- 
man truly, and the maids are the merrieſt griggs —— 

James. Have a care, John. | 
3 820 O, fear nothing, we did ſo play together 

night. | | 
James, Huſh, here comes my maſter, 


Entey 
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Enter Uncle Richard. 


3 Rich, What! Jobn has taken theſe lodging, 
Has he? | 

James. Yes, Sir, he has taken em. 
Unc. Rich. Oh Jahn! how doſt do, honeſt Joby ? | 
am glad to ſee thee with all my heart. 
8 e Moody. J humbly thank your worſhip. I'm ſtaut 
fill, and a faithful awd ſervant to th' family. Heaven 
proſper aw that belong to't. 

Unc. Rich, What, they are all upon the road ? 

Jobn Moody. As mony as the awd coach wou'd hauld, 
Sir: the Lord ſend 'em well to tawn. 

Unc. Rich. And well out on't again, John, ha! 

Fohn Moody. Ah, Sir! you are a wiſe man, ſo am: 
home's home, I ſay. I wiſh we get any good here. 
Fs ſure we got little upo* the road. Some miſchief 
or other aw the day long. Slap goes one thing, crack 
goes another; my Lady cries out for driving faſt : The 
awd cattle are for going ſlow; Roger whips, they ſtand 
ſtill and kick; nothing but a ſort of a contradiction aw 
the journey long. My Lady wou'd gladly have been 
here laſt night, Sir, tho' there was no lodging got; but 
her Ladyſhip ſaid, ſhe did naw care for ha, ſhe'd 
Jie in the inn where the horſes ſtood, as long as it was 
in London. | net 
Unc. Rich. Theſe ladies, theſe ladies, Fohn——— 
John Moody. Ah, Sir, I have ſeen a little of em, tho 
A, ſo much as my betters, Your worſhip is naw mar- 
ried yet ? 
« | _ Rich, No, Jobn, no; I am an old batchelor still. 

John Moody, Heav'ns bleſs you and preſerve you, Sir. 
[= 247 Rich. I think you have loſt your good woman, 

n / 

Jebn Moody, No, fir, that I have not; Bridget ſlicks 
to me ſtill; Sir, ſhe was for coming to London too, but, 
no, ſays I there may be miſchief enough done without 


you. 2 | 
Unc. Rich, Why that was bravely ſpoken, Jebr, and 

a man. N 70 
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John Moody. Sir, were my meaſter but haf the mon 


that I am, Gadſwookers tho? he'll ſpeak ſtautly too 
ſometimes, but then he canno n it; no, he canno 
hawd it. | 


Enter Maid. 


Maid. Mr. Moody, Mr. Mocdy, here's the coach come, 

Tohn Moody. Already ? no, ſure, 

Maid. Yes, yes, it's at the door, they are getting out ; ; 
my miſtreſs is run to receive them. 

7ohn Moody. And ſo will I as in duty bound. 

[ Exeunt John and maid. 

Unc. Rich. And I will ſtay here, not being in duty 

bound to de the honours of this houſe. 


Enter Sir Francis, Lady, "Squire Humphry, Mys, Bet 
Mrs, Handy, Doll Tripe, John Moody, and 7. 


Mrs, Motherly. 


ua Head, Do you hear, Moody, let all the things 
be * aid down here, and then carried where they'll be 
uſe 
obn Moody. They ſhall, an't pleaſe your ladyſhip. _ 
ady Head. What, my uncle Richard here to receive 
us ! this is kind indeed : Sir, I am extremely glad to ſee 


" Unc. Rich, Niece, your fervant. LSalutes her] I am 
extremely ſorry to ſee you, in the worſt place I know x4 
the-world for a good woman to grow better in. Nephew, 
I am your ſervant too ; but I don't know how to bid you 
welcome, - 

Fran, I am ſorry for that, Sir. 

Unc. Rich. Nay, 'tis for your own fake: I'm not 
concern'd, 

Sir Fran. I hope, uncle, I ſhall give you fach weighty 
reaſons for what I've done, as convince you Im 2 


prudent man, 


Unc. Rich, That wilt thou never convince me of, 
whilſt thou ſhalt live, [ Afede. 
Sir Fran, Here, Humphry, come up to your uncle 


— ir, this is your godſor, Squire 
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Squire Humph. Honour'd uncle and godfather, I creaye 
leave to aſk your bleſſing. [ Kineel:, 

Unc. Rich. Thou art a numbſcull I fee already. [ Aft. 
There thou haſt it. [ Puts his hand on his head] And if it 
will do thee any good, may it be, to make thee, at lea), 
as wiſe a man as thy father. 

Lady Had. Miſs Betty, don't you ſee your uncle? 

Unc. Rich. And for thee, my dear, may'ſt thou be, 
avteaſt, as good a woman as thy mother. 

Miſs Betty. I with I may ever be ſo handſome, Sir, 

Unc, Rich. Ha! Miſs Pert! now that's a thought 
that ſeems to have been hatch'd in the girl on this fide 
Highgate. [ 4fiat, 

Sir Fran, Her tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 

Lady Head. That's only from her country education, 
Sir Francis, ſhe has been kept there too long; I there- 
fore brought her to London, Sir, to learn more reſerve and 
modeſty. | 

Unc. Rich. O! the beſt place in the world for it. Every 
woman ſhe meets, will teach her ſomething of it. There's 
the good gentlewoman of the houſe, looks like a know- 
ing perſon, ev'n ſhe perhaps will be ſo good to read her a 
leflon, now and then, upon that ſubject. An arrant bawd, 
or I have no fall in phyſiognomy. | 

222 


Mrs. Verh. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need 
of my poor inſtructions; if ſhe does, they'II be always at 
her ſervice. 

Lady Head. Very obliging, indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir F ran, Very kind and civil truly; I believe we are 
got into a mighty good houſe here. 

Unc. Rich, For good buſineſs, very probable. f Ade. 
Well, niece, your ſervant for to-night ; you have a great 
deal of affairs upon your hands here, ſo I won't hinder 

N 2 E. 

f, Lady Head. I believe, Sir, I ſhan't have much lets 
every day, while I ſtay in this town, of one fort or other. 
Unc. Rich. Why, tis a town of much action indeed. 
| _= Betty. And my mother did no: come to it to be 

1 le, Sir . 45 


Unc, 
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Unc. Rich. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, young miſ- 
treſs. | 

Miſs Betty, J hope not, Sir. 

Unc. Rich. Um! Miſs Mettle. 

- | [Gorng, Sir Francis following him, 
Where are you going, nephew ? | 

Sir Fran, Only to attend you to the door, Sir. 

Unc, Rich. Phu! no ceremony with me; you'll find 
I ſhall uſe none with you, or your family, [ Exit, 

Sir Fran, I muſt do as you command me, Sir. 

Miſs Petty. This uncle Richard, papa, ſeems but a 
cruſty ſort of an old fellow. 

Sir Fran, He is a little odd, child, but you muſt be 
very Civil to him, for he has a great deal of money, and 
nobody knows who he may give it to. 

Lady Head. Phu, a fig Br his money; you have ſo 
many projects of late about money, ſince you are a par- 
liament man, we muſt make ourſelves ſlaves to his tefty 
humours, ſeyen years, perhaps, in hopes to be his heirs ; 
and then, he'll be juſt old enough to marry his maid. 


But pray let us take care of our things here: Are they 


all brought in yet? 

Mrs. Han, Almoſt, my lady, there are only ſome of 
the band- boxes behind, and a few odd things, 

Lady Head. Let 'em be fetcht in 8 

Mrs. Han. They are here; come bring the things in: 
Is there all yet? _ 5 2 

Serv. All but the great baſket of apples and the gooſe- 


pye. 


Enter Cookmaid. | 
Cook, Ah my Lady! we're aw undone, the gooſe» 
pye's gwon, | 8 
All. Gone ? 
Sir Fran, The gooſe-pye gone ? how ? N 
Cook, Why, Sir, I had got it faſt under my arm to 
bring it in, but being almoſt dark, up comes two of 
theſe thin ſtary'd London rogues, one gives me a great 
kick oꝰ the here; [ Laying her hand upon her backſide] 


while t'other hungry varlet twitck'd the dear py e out of 
| | my 
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my hands, and away they run dawn ftreet like two pray. 
hounds, I cry'd out fire! but heavy George and far 
Tom are after em with a vengeance ; they'll Jauce their 
Jackets for em, I'll warrant em. | 


Enter George with a bloody face, and Tom. 


So, have you catch'd em? 
Seo. Catch'd 'em! the gallows catch 'em for me. 1 
' had naw run half the length of our bearn, before ſome. 
what fetch me ſuch a wherry acroſs the ſhins, that dawn 
came 1 flop o' my face all along in the channel, and 
thought I ſhou'd ne'er ha gotten up again; but Ton 
an Kare after them, and cried murder as he'd been 
ck. | | 
Tam. Yes, and ſtraight upo' that, ſwap comes ſome. 
' what acroſs my forehead, with ſuch a force, that dawn 
came I like an ox. ' 5 
_ Squire Humpb. So, the poor pye's quite gone then, 
Tom. Gone, young meaſter, yeaten, I believe by this 
time. Theſe, 4 ſuppoſe, are what they call ſharpers in 
this country, © 6 % 4/000 | 
. Squire Humph. It was a rare good pye, 
Tek. As Set theſe hands put pep 1 
Lady Head, Pray, Mrs. M 5, do they make 'a 
Practice of thefe things often hefe? * os 
Mrs. Mot), Madam, they'll twitch a ramp of beef 
out of a boiling copper: and for a filver tankard, they 
make no more conſcience of than if it were a Tunbridge 
ſugar box, Ve 
Sir Fran, I wiſh the coach and horſes, George, were 
ſafe got to the inn. Do you and Roger take — — 
that nobody runs away with them, as you go thither, 
Geo. I believe, Sir, our cattle won't yeaſily be run 
away with to-night; but wee'ſt take beſt care we con of 
them, poor ſauls! 2» Exil. 
Sir Fran, Do ſo, pray now. | n 
. Squire Hampb. Feather, I had rather they had run 
(6b, with heavy 4 N than — oſe-pye; a lice of 
it be. er to-night would have been pure. | 
n that 
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Lady Head. This boy is always thinking of his belly. 

Sir Fran. But, my dear, you may allow him to be a 
little hungry after a journey. 

Lady Head. Pray, good Sir Francis, he has been con- 
ſtantly eating in the coach, and out of the coach, above 
ſeven hours this day. I wiſh my poor girl could eat a 

uarter as much. F 

' Miſs Betty. Mama, I could eat a good deal more than 
do, but then I ſhould grow fat mayhap, like him, and 
ſpoil my ſhape. 

Lady Head. Mrs. Metherly will you be ſo kind to tell 
them where they ſhall carry the things. 

Mrs. Mob. Madam T'll do the beft I can: I doubt 
our cloſets will ſcarce hold 'em all, but we have garrets 
and cellars, which, with the help of hiring a ſtore- room, 
I hope may do. Sir, will you be ſo good to help my 
maids a little in carrying away the things. [To Tom. 

Tem. With all my heart, forſooth, if ? con but ſee my 
way; but theſe whoreſons have awmoſt knockt my eyen 
awt. [ T hey carry off the things, 

Mrs. Moth. Will your ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your- 
ſelf with a diſh of tea, after your fatigue ? I think | have 
pretty good. 

Lady Head. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly. | 

Squire Humph. Would not a good tankard of ſtrong 
beer, nutmeg and ſugar, do better, feather, with a toaſt 
and fome cheeſe ? 4a 

Sir Fran, I think it would, ſon : Here, Jobn Moody, 
get us a tankard of good heavy ſtuff preſently. 

John Moody. Sir, here's Norfolk Nog to be had next 
door, * 

Squire Humph. That's beſt of all, feather; but make 
haſte v ith it, John, . [ Exit Moody. 

Lady Head, Well, I wonder, Sir Francis, you will en- 
courage that lad to ſwill his guts thus with ſuch beaſtly 
lubberly liquor: if it were Burgundy or Champain, ſome- 
thing might be ſaid for't; they'd perhaps, give him 
ſome wit and ſpirit ; but ſuch heavy, muddy ſtuff as 
this, will make him quite ſtupid. | 

Sir Fras, Why you know, my dear, I have 8 

2 8 
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good ale, and ſtrong beer theſe thirty years, and by your 


ermiſſion I don't know, that I want wit. 
Miſs Betty. But I think you might have more Papa, if 
you'd have been govern'd by my mother. 


Enter John Moody with a tankard. 


Sir Fran. Daughter, he that is govern'd by his wiſe, 
has no wit at all. 
Milt. Be:ty. Then I hope I ſh allmarry a fool, father, 
for I ſhall love to govern dearly. 
Sir Fran. Here, Humph y, here's to thee. [ Drinks, 
You are too pert, child it don't do well in a young 
woman, | 
Lad /) Head. Pray, Sit Francis, don't ſnub her; ſſie 
has a fine growing ſpirit, and if you check her ſo, you'll 
make he as dull as her brother there. | 
Squire Humfh, Indeed Mother, I think my ſiſter is 
too forward. [Ares drinking a long draught. 
Miſs Betty. You? you think Im too forward? what 
have you to do to think, brother Heavy ? you are too fat 
to think of any thing but your belly. | 
Lady Head. Well ſaid, Miſs ; he's none of your 
maſter, tho' he's your elder brother. | 


Enter Geor ge d 


Geo. Sir, I have no good opinion of this tawn, its 
made up of miſchief, I hiok., | 

Sit Fran, Why, what's the matter now ? 

Geo, I'ſe tell your worſhip ; before we were gotten to 
the ftreet-end, a great lugger-headed cart, with wheels 
as thick as a good brick wall, layd hawld of the coach, 
and has pood it aw to bits: an this be London, wo'd we 
were all weel i' th' country again. | 

_ Miſs Petty. What have you to do, Sir, to wiſh us all 
in the country again, labber ? I hope we ſhan't go into 
the country again theſe ſeven years. Mama, let twenty 
coaches be pull'd to pieces. | 

Sir Fran. Hold your tongue, Betty, Was Roger in ne 
fault of this ? | 

Geo, No, Sir, nor I neither, Are you not _— 

| ; 4 ave 
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ſays Roger to the carter, to do ſuch an unkind thing to 
ſtrangers ? No, ſays he, you bumkin. Sir, he did the 
thing on very purpoſe, and ſo the folks ſaid that ſtood 
by ; but they ſaid your worſhip need na be concerned, 
for you might have a law-ſuit with him when you pleas'd, 
that wou'd not coſt you above a hundred pounds, and 
mayhap yeu might get the better of him. 
Sir Fran, VII try what I can do with him, I'gad, I'll 
make ſuch 

Squire Humph, Feather, have him before the parlia- 
ment, 

Sir Frau. And ſo 1 will: PIl make him know who I 
am. Where does he live? 

Geo, I believe in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran, What's the villain's name? 

Gee, I think I heard ſomebody call him Dic4. 

dir Pran, Where did he go ? 

G-o Sir, he went home. 

Sir Frax. Where's that? | 

Geo. By my troth I do naw knaw. I heard him ſay 
he had nothing more to do with us to-night, and fo he'd 

o home and imoke a pipe. | 

Lady Head. Come, Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in 
a beat; accidents will happen to people in travelling 
abroad to ſee the world. Eat your ſupper heartily, go 
to bed, {leep quietly, and to-morrow fee if you can buy 
a handſome ſecond-hand coach for the preſent uſe, be- 
ſpeak a new one, and then all's caſy, [Exeunt, 


Enter Colonel Courtly. 


Col. Who's that, Deborah ? 

Deb. At your ſervice, Sir, 

Col. What, do you keep open houſe here? I found the 
ſtreet door as wide as it could gape. 

Deb. Sir, we are all in a buſtle, we have lodgers come 
to-night, the houſe full. 

Col. Where's your miſtreſs ? 

Deb. Prodigious buſy with her company, but I'll tell 
Mrs, Martilla you are here, I believe ſhe'll come to fy 

it. 


Col. 


* 
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Col. That will do as well, Poor Martilla “ ſhe', » 
very good girl, and I have lov'd her a great while, j 
think fix months it 1s, fince like a mercileſs highway. 
man, I made her deliver all ſhe had about her; ſh+ 
begg'd hard, poor thing, I'd leave her one ſmall bauble. 
Hed I let her keep it, I believe ſhe had ſtill kept me, 
Cou'd women but refuſe their ravenous lovers that one 
dear deſtructive moment, how long might they reign 
over them ! But for a bane to both their joys and ours, 
when they have indulg'd us with ſuch favours as make 
us adore them, they are not able to refuſe us that one, 
which puts an end to our devotion. 


Enter Martilla. 


Col. Mas tilla, how doſt thou do, my child? 

Mart. As well as a loſing gameſter can. 

Col. Why, what have you loſt ? 

Mar. | have loſt you. 

Col. How came you to loſe me ? 

Mart. By loſing myſelf. 

Col. We can be friends ſtill, 

Mart. Dull ones. | 

Col. Uſeful ones, perhaps, Shall I help thee to a good 
huſband ? _ 

Mart. Not if I were rich enough to live without one, 

Cel. I'm ſorry Pm not rich enough to make thee fo ; 
but we won't talk of melancholy things. Who are theſe 
folks your aunt has got in her houſe ? = 

Mart. One Sir Francis Headpiece and his Lady, with 
a ſon and daughter, 

Col. Headpiece ! Cotſo, I know 'em a little. I met 
with 'em at a race in the country two years ſince ; a fort 
of blockhead, is not he ? 

Mart. So they ſay. 

Col. His wife ſeem'd a mettleſome gentlewoman, if 
ſhe had but a fair field to range in, 

Mart. That ſhe won't want now, fer they ſtay in 
town the whole winter. 3 


Col. Oh that will do to ſhew all her parts in. 


Enter 
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Enter M:s, Motherly. 


How do you do, my old acquaintance ? 

Mrs. Mosh. At your ſervice, you know, always colonel. 

Col. I hear you have got good company in the hcuſe. 

Mrs. Moth. J hope it will prove ſo; he's a parliamenr 
man only, colonel, you know there's ſome danger in 
that. : | 

Col. O, never fear, he'll pay his landlady, tho? he 
don't pay his butcher, 

Mrs, Meth. His wife's a clever woman. 

Col. So ſhe is. 

Mrs. Moth, How do you know ? 

Cel. I have ſeen her in the country, and begin to think 
P11 viſit her in town. . 

Mrs. Moth. You begin to look like a rogue, | 

Col. What, your wicked fancies are ſtirring already? 

Mrs. Moth. Yours are, or I'm miſtaken. But I'll 
have none of your pranks play'd upon her. 

Cel. Why, ſhe's no girl, ſhe can defend herſelf. 

Mrs. Moth. But what if ſhe won't? 

Col. Why then ſhe can blame neither you nor me. 

Mrs. Meth. You'll never be quiet till you get my 
windows broke; but I muſt go and attend my lodgers, ſo 
good night. | 

Cel. Do ſo, and give my ſervice to my lady, and tell 
her, if ſhe'll give me leave, I'll do myſelf the honcur 
to-morrow to come and tender my ſervices to her, as long 


as ſhe ſtays in town. If it ben't too long. [ {fede. 
Mrs. Meth. I'll tell her what a devil you are, and ad- 
viſe her to take care of you. [ Exit. 


Col. Do, that will make her every time ſhe ſees me 
think of what I'd be at. Dear Martilla, good night; 1 
know you won't be my hindrance ; I'll do you as good a 
turn ſome time or other. Well, I'm ſo g ad, you don't 
love me too much. 

Mart. When that's our fate, as too, too oft we prove, 

How bitterly we pay the paſt delights of love. 
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Lord Loverule's Houſe. 


Enter Lord Loverule, and Lady Arabella. He 
following her, | 


Tady Ara. E LL, look you, my Lord, I can bear 
it no longer; nothing ſtill but about 

my faults, my faults! an agreeable ſubject truly! 

Lord Lowe. But, Madam, if you won't hear of your 
faults, how is it likely you ſhou'd ever mend 'em ? 

Lady Ara. Why I don't intend to mend 'em. I can't 
mend 'em, I have told you ſo an hundred times; you 
know | have try'd to do it, over and over, and it hurts 
me ſo, I can't bear it, Why, don't you know, my Lord, 
that whenever (juſt to pleaſe you only) I have gone about 
to wean myſelf from a fault (one of my faults I mean that 
I love dearly) han't it put me fo out of humour, you 
cou'd ſcarce endure the hoaſe with me? 

Lord Lowe. Look you, my dear, it is very true, that 
in weaning one's ſelf from | 

Lady Ara. Weaning! why ay, don't you ſee, that even 
in weaning poor children from the nurſe, it's almoſt the 
death of em? and don't you ſee your true religious people 
when they about to wean themſelves, and have ſo- 
lemn days of faſting and praying, on purpoſe to help 
them, does it not ſo diſorder them, there's no coming 
near em? are they not as croſs as the devil? and then 


they don't do the buſineſs neither; for next day their 
faults are juſt where they were the day before. 

Lord Love. But, Madam, can you think it a reaſonable 
— to be abroad till two o'clock in the morning, when 


Lady 


you know I go to bed at eleven? 


late is inſupportable, and ſome way or other 
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Lady 4ra. And can you think it-a wiſe thing (to talk 
our own way now) to go to bed at eleven, when you 
E 1 am likely to diffurb you by coming there at 
three ? h | 

Lord Lowe, Well, the manner of womens living of 


Lady Ara. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe—Pray, my 
Lord, one word of fair argument: You complain of my 
late hours; I of your early ones; ſo far we are even, 
you'll allow ; but which gives us the beſt figure in the 
eye of the polite world? my two o'clock ſpeaks life, 
activity, ſpirit, and vigour ; your eleven has a dull, 
drowſy, ſtupid, good-for-nothing ſound with it. It ſa- 
vours much of a mechanic, who muſt get to bed betimes, 
that he may riſe early to open his ſhop. Faugh 

Lord Lowe, I thought to go to bed early and riſe ſo, 
was ever eſteem'd a right practice for all people. 

Lady Ara. Beaſts do it. 

Lord Lewe. Fy, fy, Madam, fy ; but *tis not your ill 
hours alone diſturb me; but the ill company who oc- 
caſion thoſe ill hours, 

Lady Ara. And pray what ill company may thoſe be? 

Lord Leve, Why, women that loſe their money, and 
men that win it: eſpecially when 'tis to be paid out of 
their huſband's eſtate ; or if that fail, and the creditor 
be a little preſſing, the lady will, perhaps, be oblig'd to 
try 4 the gentleman inſtead of gold will accept of a 
trinket. 

Lady Ara. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous, and you'll 
make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep com- 
pany with the politeſt people in the town, and the aſ- 
ſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch, 

Lord Lewe. So are the churches now and then. 

Lady Ara, My friends frequent them often, as well as 
the aſſemblies, 

Lord Lowe. They wou'd do it oftener if a groom of the 
chamber there were allow'd to furniſh cards and dice to 
che company. 

Lady Ara. You'd make a woman mad, 

Lord Lege. You'd make a man a fool, 
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Lady Ara. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my power. 

Lord Love. I'Il try if I can prevent your making me a 

ar at leaſt, | 

Lady Ara. A beggar! Chre/us! I'm out of patience 
—] won't come home till four to-morrow morning. 

Lord Lowe. I'll order the doors to be lock'd at twelve, 
Lady Ara. Then I won't come home till to-morrow 


_— 
ord Love. Then you ſhall never come home again, 
Madam. Exit. 
Lady Ara. There he has knock'd me down: my fa- 
ther upon our marriage ſaid, wives were come to that 
paſs, he did not think it fit they ſhou'd be truſted with 
pin money, and ſo would not let this man ſettle one 
penny upon his poor wife, to ſerve her at a dead lift for 
ſeparate maintenance. 


; Enter Clarinda, 

Clar. Good-morrow, . Madam; how do you do to- 
day? you ſeem to be in a little flu er. 
| Lady Ara. My Lord has been in one, and as I am the 
moſt complaiſant poor creature in the world, I put my- 
ſelf into one too, purely to be ſuitable company to him, 

Clar. You are prodigious good; but ſurely it mult be 
mighty agreeable when a man and his wite can give 
themſelves the ſame turn of converſation. 

Lady Ara. O, the prettieſt thing in the world. 

Clar. But yet, tho 1 believe there's no life ſo happy 
as a marry'd one, in the main; yet | fancy, where two 
people are ſo very much together, they muſt often be in 
want of ſomething to talk upon. | 
Lady Ara. Clarinda, you are the moſt miſtaken in the 
world ; married people have things to talk of, child, that 
never enter into the imagination of others. Why now, 
here's my Lord and I, we han't been married above two 
ſhort years you know, and we have already eight or ten 
things cor.ſtantly in bank, that whenever we want com- 

ny we can talk of any of them for two hours together, 
and the ſubje& never the flatter, It will be as freſh next 
day, if we have occaſion for it, as it was the firſt day it 


entertained us. Clar. 
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Clar. Why that muſt be wonderful pretty. 

Lady Ara. O there's no life like it. This very day 
now for example, my Lord and I, after a pretty chezrtul 
che & tete dinner, ſat down by the fire-fide, in an idle, 
indolent, pick-tooth way for a while, as if we had not 
thought of one another's beingan the room. At laſt, 
ſtretching himſelf, and yawning twice, my dear, ſays be, 
vou came home very late laſt night. Twas but two 
m the morning, ſays I. I was in bed (yawning) by eleven, 
ſars he, So you are every night, ſays I. Well, ſays he, 
Im amazed how 10u can fit up ſo late. How can you 
be amazed, ſays I, at a thing that happens ſo often? 
Upon which we enter'd into converſation, And tho' 
this is a point has entertain*d us above ſifty times already, 
we always find ſo many pretty new things to ſay upon'c, 
that I beheve in my ſoul it will laſt as long as we live. 

Clar, But in ſuch fort of family dialogues, tho? en 
tremely well for paſſing of time, don't there now and 
then enter ſome little tort of bitterneſs? © 

Lady Ara. O yes; which don't do amiſs at all; a litt ie 
ſomething that's ſnarp, moderates the extreme ſy/cetnets 
of matrimonial ſociety, which would elſe perhaps be 
cloying. Tho' to tell you the truth, Clarinaa, I think 
we ſqueezed a little too much lemon into it this bout; 
for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that I think I almoſt told him 
he was a fool ; and he talkt ſomething oddly of turning 
me out of doors. 

Clar. O, but have a care of that. 

Lady Ara. Why, to be ſerious, Clarinda, what wou'd 
you have a woman do in my caſe? There 1s no one 
thing he can do in this world to pleaſe me——Except 
7 me money; and that he is grown weary of; and 

at the ſame time, partly by nature, and partly perhaps 
by keeping the beſt company, do with my ſoul love 
almoſt every thing that he hates; | dote upon aſſem- 
blies, adore maſquerades, my heart bounds at a ball; I 
love a play to diſtraction, cards inchant me, and dice 
—put me out of my little wits—Dear, dear hazard, 
what muſic there. is in the rattle of the dice, com- 
4 I 3 pared 
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ared to a ſleepy opera! Do you ever play at hazard, 
-larinda P 

Clar. Never; I don't think it fits well upon women; 

it's very maſculine, and has too much of a rake ; you ſee 
how it makes the men ſwear and curſe. Sure it muſt 
incline the women to do the ſame too if they durſt give 
way to it. | | 
Fady Ara. So it does; but hitherto for a little de. 
cency, we keep it in; and when in ſpite of our teeth, an 
oath gets into our mouths, we ſwallow it. | 

| Clar. That's enough to burſt you; but in time perhaps 
you'll let 'em fly as they do. 

Lady Ara. Why, 'tis probable we may, for the plea. 
ſure of all polite womens lives now, you know, is 
foanded upon entire liberty to do what they will. But 
ſhall I tell you what happened t other night? havin 
loſt all my money but ten melancholy guineas, — 
throwing out for them, what do you think ſlipt from me ? 

Clar. An oath ? 

Lady Ara. Gud ſoons! | 

Clar. O Lord! O Lord! did not it frighten you out 
of your wits ? 

Lady Ara. Clarinda, I thought a gun had gone off. — 
But | forget you are a prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. 

Clar. Why tis true; both my nature and education, 
do in a good degree incline me that way. . 

Lady Ara. Well, ſurely to be ſober is to be terribly 
dull. You will marry ; won't you ? 

Clar. I can't tell but I may. 

] ady Ara. And you'll live in town ? 

Clar. Half the year, I ſhould like it very well. 

Lady Ara. And you wou'd live in Londoz half a year, 
to be Fat in it? | | 

Clar. Yes. | ; 

Lady gra. Why can't you as well go and be ſober in 
the country ? | 
Car. So I wou'd the other half year, 

Lady Ara. And pray what pretty ſcheme of life wou'd 
you form now, for your, ſummer and winter ſober enter- 
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Clar. A ſcheme that I think might very well content 


us 


Jady Ara. Let's hear it. | 
Clar. I cou'd in ſummer paſs my time very agreeably, 
in riding ſoberly, in walking ſoberly, in fitting under a 
tree ſoberly, in re in reading ſoberly, 
in hearing a little muſic ſoberly, in converſing with ſome 
ayreeable friends ſoberly, in working ſoberly, in manag- 
ing my family and children (if I had any) ſoberly, and 
poſſibly by theſe means I might induce my huſband to be 
2s ſober as myſelf. 

Lady Ara. Well, Clarinda, thou art a moſt contemp- 
tible creature, But let's have the ſober town ſcheme 
too, for I am charm'd with the country cne. 

Clar. You ſhall, and F'll try to flick to my fobriety 
there too, 

Lady Ara. If you do, you'll make me fick of you, But 
let's hear it however, 

Clar. I wou'd entertain myſelf in obſerving the new 
faſhions ſoberly, I wou'd pleaſe myſelf in new clothes 
ſoberly, 1 wou'd divert myſelf with agreeable friends at 
home and abioad- ſoberly. I wou'd play at quadrille 
ſoberly, | wou'd go to court ſoberly, 1 wou'd go to ſome 
plays ſoberly, I wou'd go to operas ſoberly, and I think 
[ con'd go once, or, © I ik'd my company, twice to a 
maſquerade, ſoberly 
Lady Ara. If it had not been for that laſt piece of ſo. 
briety, i was going to call for ſome ſurfeit- water. 

Clar. Why, don't you think, that with the further aid 
of breakfaſting, dining, ſupping and ſleeping (not to 
ſay a word of devotion) the four and twenty hours might 
roll over in a tolerable manner? 

Lady Ara. How I deteſt that word, Tolerable ! And 
ſo will a country relation of ours that's newly come to 
town, or Pm miſtaken, 

Clar, Who 1s that? 

Lady Ara. Even my dear Lady Headpiece. 

Clar, Is ſhe come ? 

Lady Ara. Yes, her fort of a tolerable huſband has 
gotten to be choſen parliament- man at ſome ſimple town 
14 or 
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or other, upon which ſhe has perſuaded him to bring 
her and her folks up to London. | | 

Clar. That's good; I think ſhe was never here before, 

Lady Ara. Not ſince ſhe was nine years old; but ſhe 
has had an outrageous mind to it ever ſince ſhe was 
marry'd. | 

Clar. Then ſhe'll make the moſt of it, I ſuppoſe, now 
me is come. | 

Lady Ara. Depend upon that. 

Clar. We mult go and viſit her. 

Lady Ara. By all means; and may be you'll have a 
mind to offer her your tolerable ſcheme for her London 
diverſion this winter; if you do, miſtreſs, I'll ſhew her 
mine too, and you'll ſee ſhe'll ſo deſpiſe you and adore 
me, that if I do but chirrup to her, the II hop after me 
like a tame ſparrow, the town round. But there's your 
admirer I ſee coming in, I'll oblige him and leave you 
to receive part of his viſit, while I ſtep up to write a 
letter. Beſides, to tell you the truth, I don't like him 
half ſo well as I uſed to do ; he falls off of late from 
being the company he was, in our way. In ſhort, I think 
he's growing to be a little like my lord. [Exit, 


Enter Sir Charles. 
Sir Charles, Madam, your ſervant ; they told me Lady 


Arabella was here. 

Clar. She's only ſtept up to write a letter, ſhe'll come 
down preſently. 

Sir Charles. Why, does ſhe write letters? I thought 
ſhe had never time for't : pray how may ſhe have diſ- 
pos'd of the reſt of the day ? 

Clar. A good deal as uſual ; ſhe has viſits to make 
*till fix ; ſhe's then engag'd to the play, from that till 
court- time, ſhe's to be at cards at Mrs. /dle's ; after the 
drawing-room, ſhe takes a ſhort ſupper with Lady 
Haxard, and from thence they go together to the aſſembly, 

Sir Charles, And are you to do all this with her ? 

Clar. The viſits and the play, no more. 

Sir Charles, And how can you forbear all the reſt ? 

Clar. *Tis eaſy to forbear, what we are not very ** 
. "6h wy 
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Sir Charles. I han't found it ſo. I have paſt much of 
my life in this. hurry of the ladies, yet was never fo 
pleas'd as when I was at quiet without 'em. 

Clar. What then induc'd you to be with 'em? 

Sir ales. Idleneſs and the fa hion. 

Clar. No miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 

Sir Charl.s. To ſpeak honeſtly, yes. When one is in 
z toyſhop, there was no forbearing the baubles; fo [ 
was perpetually engaging with ſome coquet or other, 
whom I cou'd love perhaps juſt enough to put it into her 
power to plague me, 

Clar. Which power I ſuppoſe ſhe ſometimes made uſe 
of. 
Sir Charles, The amours of a coquet, Madam, gene- 
ral y mean nothing farther ; I look upon them and 
prudes to be nuiſances much alike, tho* they ſeem very 
different; the firſt are always diſturbing the men, and 
the latter always abuſing the women, 

C/ar. And all I taink is to eſtabliſh the character of 
being virtuous. 

Sir Charles. That is, being chaſte they mean, for they 
know no other virtue; therefore indulge themſelves in 
every thing elſe that's vicious; they (againſt nature) 
k-ep their chaſtity, only becauſe they find more pleaſure 
in doing miſchief with it, than they ſhou'd have in part- 
ing wich it, But, Madam, if b th theſe characters are 
ſo odious, how highly to be valued is that woman, ho 
can attain all tiey aim at, without the aid of the folly 
or vice of either! 


Enter Lad; Arabella. 


Lady Ara. Your ſervant, Sir, I won't afk your par- 
don for leaving you alone alittle with a lady that I know 
ſhares ſo much of your good opinion. 

dir Charles, I wiſh, 2 ſhe cou'd think my good. 
e of value enough, to afford me a ſmall part in 

ers. 

Lady fra. I believe, fir, every woman who knows 
ſhe has a place in a fine gentleman's good opinion, will 
he glad to give him one 2 hers, if ſhe can. but however 

8 you. 
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you two 'may ſtand in one another's, you muſt take 
another time, if you defire to talk farther about it, or we 
ſhan't have enough to make our viſits in; and ſo your 
ſervant, Sir. Come, Clarinda. 

Sir Charles. I'll ſtay and make my Lord a viſit, if you 
will give me leave. 
Lady Ara. You have my leave, Sir, tho? you were 2 


Enter Lord Loverule. 


Lord Lowe. Sir Charles, your ſervant; what, have the 
ladies left you? 

Sir Charles, Yes, and the ladies in general I hope 
will leave me too. 

Lord Lewe. Why ſo? | 

Sir Charles. That I mayn't be put to the ill manners 
of leaving them firſt. | 

Lord Lowe. Do you then already find your gallantry 
inelining to an ebb ? 

Sir Charles. Tis not that I am yet old enough to juſ- 
tify myſelf in an idle retreat, but I have got L think a 
fort of ſurfeit on me, that leſſens much the force of fe- 
male charms. | 
Lord Love. Have you then been ſo glatted with their 
Favours ? | | 

Sir, Charles. Not with their favours, but with their 
| ſervice z: it is unmerciful. I once thought myſelf a tole- 
rable time-kaller ; I drank, I play'd, I intrigu'd, and 
yet I had hours enough for reaſonable uſes ; but he that 
will lit himſelf a lady's man of mettle now, ſhe*ll work 
him fo at cards and dice, ſhe won't afford him time 
enough to play with her at any thing elſe, though ſhe her- 
felf ſhould. have a tolerable good mand to it, 

Lord Love. And ſo the diſorderly lives they lead, 
incline you to a reform of your own, 

Sir Charles. Tis true; for bad examples (if they are 
but bad enough) give us as uſeful reflections as good 
ones do. 

L rd Love. Tis pity any thing that's bad,- ſhou'd 
come from women. 

| 2 8 ir 
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Sir Charles, Tis ſo, indeed, and there was a happy 
time, when both you and I thought there never could. 
Lord Lowe, Our early firſt conceptions of them, I 
well remember, were that they never could be vicious, nor- 

never could be old. | A 

dir Charles, We thought ſo then; the beauteous form 
we ſaw them caſt in, ſeem'd deſign'd a habitation. for 
no vice, nor no decay; all I had conceiv'd of angels, I 
conceiv'd of them; true, tender, gentle, modeſt, gene- 
rous, conſtant, I thought was writ in every feature; and 
in my devotions, Heaven, how did I adore thee, that 
bleſſings like them ſhould be the portion of ſuch poor in- 
ferior creatures as I took myſelf andall men elſe (com- 
pared with them) to bel but where's that adoration now?-. 

Lord Lewe. IT is with ſuch fond young fools as you 
and I were then, | 

Sir Charles. And with ſuch it will ever: be, 

Lord Lowe. Ever. The pleaſure is fo great, in be- 
lieving women. to be what we wiih them, that nothin 
but a long and ſharp experience can ever make — 
them otherwiſe. That experience, friend, both you and 
| have had, but yours has been at other mens expence; 
mine at my own. Es 

Sir. Charles; Perhaps you'd wonder, ſhou'd you find me 
diſpos'd.to run the riſque of that experience tod. 

Lord Loe. I ſhou'd, indeed, 

Sir Charles. And yet 'tis poſſible I may; I know at” 
Zeait, I fill have ſo much of my early folly left, to think, 
there's yet one woman fit to make a wife of: How far 
luch a one can anſwer. the charms ot a miſtreſs, marty'd. 
men are ſilent in, ſo paſs——-tfor that Pd take my chance; 
but cou'd ſhe make a home eaſy to her partner, by letting 
him find there a cheartul.companion, an agreeable in- 
timate, a uſeful aſſiſtant, a faithful friend, and (in its 
time perhaps) a tender mothef, ſuch change of lite, 
trom what 1 lead, ſeems not unwiſe to think of. 

Lord Love. Nor unwiſe to purchaſe, if. to be had for: 
millions, but 

dir Charles. But what ?- 


- 
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Lord Lowe, If the reverſe of this ſhou'd chance to be 
the bitter diſappointment, what wou'd the life be then ? 
Sir Charles, A damn'd one. 

Lord Love. And what relief ? 

Sir Charles, A ſhort one ; leave it, and return to that 
you left, if you can't find a better. 

Lord Love. He ſays right—that's the remedy, and a 
juſt one— for if | ſell my liberty for gold, and I am 
foully paid in braſs, ſhall I be held to keep the bargain ? 


| 22 
Sir Charles, What are you thinking of ? 

Lord Lowe, Of what you have ſaid. 

Sir Charles, And was it well ſaid ? 

Lord Love. I begin to think it might. 

Sir Charles, Think on, *twill give you eaſe——the 
man who has courage enough to part with a wife need 
not much dread the having one; and he that has not, 
ought to tremble at being a hufband — But perhaps | 
have ſaid too much; you'll pardon however the freedom 
of an old friend, becauſe you know I am ſo; fo your 
ſervant. Exit. 

Lord Lowe. Charles, farewell, I can take nothing as ill- 
meant that comes from you. Nor ought my wife to 
think I mean amiſs to her; if I convince her I'll endure 
no longer that ſhe ſhould thus expoſe herſelf and me: 
No doubt *twill grieve her ſorely. - Phyfick's a loathſome 
thing, till we find it gives us health, and then we are 
thankful to thoſe who made us take it. Perhaps ſhe may 
do ſo by me, if ſhe does, tis well; if not, and ſhe re- 
ſolves to make the houſe ring with repriſals ; I believe 
(tho' the misfortune's great) he'll make a better figure 
u the world, who keeps an ill wife out of doors, than he 
that keeps her within, ' N 
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ACT... SG nd 
Enter Lady Headpiece and Mrs. Motherly. 


Lady Head. 84 you are acquainted with Lady Arabella, 
| I find. 

Mrs. Meth. Oh, Madam, I have had the honour to 
know her Ladyſhip almoſt from a child, and a charming 
woran ſhe has made. 

Lady Head. I like her prodigiouſly ; I had ſome ac- 
quaintance with her in the country two years ago; but 
the's quite another woman here. 

Mrs. Moth. Ah, Madam, two years keeping company 
with the polite people of the town will do wonders 
in the improvement of a lady, fo ſhe has it but about 
her, | 

Lady Head. Now 'tis my misfortune, Mrs. Motherly, ' 
to come late to ſchool. 

Mrs. Moth. Oh! don't be diſcourag'd at that, Ma- 
dam, the quickneſs of your ladyſhip's parts will eaſily 
recover your loſs of a little time. 

Lady Head. O! You flatter me |- But Þll endeavour 
by induſtry and application to make it up ; ſuch parts as 
I have ſhall not he idle. My Lady Arabella has been 
ſo good to offer me already her introduction, to thoſe aſ- 
ſemblies, where a woman may ſooneſt learn to. make 
herſelf valuable to every body. f 

Mrs. Meth. But her huſband. [Aae] Her Ladyſhip, 
Madam, can indeed, better than any body, introduce 

ou, where every thing that accompliſhes a fine lady, 

is practiſed to the laſt perfection; Madam, ſhe herſelf is 
at the very tip-top of it——'tis pity, poor lady, ſhe 
ſhou'd meet with any diſcouragements. 

Lady Head. Diſcouragements ! from whence pray ? 

Mrs, Mah, From home ſometimes — my Lord a— 

| i Lady Head. 
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Lady Head. What does he do? 

Mrs. Meth, But one ſhould not talk of pcople of qua- 
lities family-concerns. 

Lady Head, O, no matter, Mrs. Motherly, as long as 
it goes no farther, My Lord, you were ſaying —— 

rs. Moth, Why, my Lord, Madam, 1s a little hy- 
mourſome, they ſay, — 

Lady Head. Humourſome ? 

Mrs, Moth. Ves, they ſay he's humourſome. 

Lady Head. As how, pray ? | 

Mrs. Moth. Why, if my poor lady perhaps does but 
ſtay out at night, may be four or five hours after he's 
in bed, he'll-be croſs. | 

Lady Head. What, for ſuch a thing as that? 

Mrs. Meth. Ves, he'll be croſs ; and then if ſhe hap- 
pens, it may be, to be unfortunate at play, and loſe a 

reat deal of money, more than ſke has to pay, then 
adam he*ll ſnub. 

Lady Head. Out upon him! ſnub ſuch a woman as 
ſhe is? I can tell you, Mrs, Motherly, I that am but a 
country lady, ſhould Sir Francis take *upon him to ſnub- 
me, in London, he'd raiſe a ſpirit would make his hair 
ſtand on end. | 

Mrs. Moth. Really, Madam, that's the only way to 
deal with 'em. 


Enter Mi/s Betty. 


And here comes pretty Miſs Petty, that IT believe 
will never be made a fool of, when ſhe's married. 

Miſs Betty, No by my troth won't J. What are you 
talking of my being married, mother ? 6 

Lady Head. No, Miſs ; Mrs. Motherly was only ſay- 
15 what a good wife you wou'd. make, when you were 
Miſs Betty. The ſooner it is try'd, mother, the 

ſooner it will be known, Lord, here's the colonel, 
Madam! 
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Enter Colonel. 


Lady Head. Colonel, your ſervant. 

Miſs Betty. Your ſervant, colonel. 

(ol. Ladies, your moſt obedient=——T hope, Madam, 
the town air agrees with you ? 

Lady Head, Mighty well, Sir. 

Miſs Betty. Oh prodigious well, Sir. We have bought a 
new coach and an ocean of new clothes, and we 
are to go to the play to-night, and to-morrow we go to 
the opera, and next night we go to the aſſembly, and 
then the next night after, we 

Lady Head. Softly, Miſs Do you go to the play 
to-night, colonel ?. 

Cel. did not deſign it, Madam; but now I find there 
is to be ſuch, good company, Il! do myſelf the honour 
(if you'll give me leave, ladies) to come and lead you to 
your coach, 

Lady Head. It's extremely obliging. 

Miſs. Betty. It is indeed mighty well-bred. Lord! 
colone], what, a difference there is between your: way 
and our country companions; one of them would have 
laid, what, you are aw gooing to the play-houſe then? 
Yes, ſays we, won't you come and lead us out? No, by 
good feggins, ſays he, ye ma' e' en ta? care o' yourſells,.. 
y'are i enough; and ſo he'd ha' gone to get drunk at 
the tavern againſt we came home to ſupper. 

Mrs. Moth. Ha, ha, ha! well, ſure Madam, your 
Ladyſhip is the happieſt mother in the world to have- 
ſuch a charming companion to your daughter. | 

Col. The prettieſt creature upon earth ! 

Miſs Betty, D'ye hear that, mother? Well, he's a. 


2 gentleman really, and I. think a man of admirable 
enſe, 


Lady Head. Softly, Miſs, he'll hear you, 

Miſs Betty, If he does, Madam, he'll think I ſay true, 
and he'il like me never the worſe for that, I hope. 
Where's your niece Martilla, Mrs, Motherly ? Mama, 
won t you carry Martilla to the play with us? 

Lad, Head, With all my heart, child. 


Cel. 


208 A Jovurnty 1 LONDON. 


Col. She's a very pretty civil ſort of woman, Madam, 
and miſs will be very happy in having ſuch a companion 
in the houſe with her. 

Miſs Betty. So I ſhall indeed, Sir, and I love her 
dearly already, we are growing very great together. 

Lady Head. But what's become of your brother, child? 
I han't ſeen him theſe two hours, where is he? 

Miſs Betty. Indeed, mother, I don't know where he 
is; I ſaw him aſleep about half an hour ago by the 
kitchen fire, 

Col. Mult not he go to the play too? 

Lady Head. Yes, I think he ſhou'd go, tho” he'll be 
weary on't, before it's half done. | 

Miſs Buty. Weary ? yes; and then he'll fit, and 
yawn, and ftretch like a grayhound by the fire-ſide, 
*till he does ſome naſty thing or other, that they'll turn 
_ out cf the houſe, ſo it's better to leave him at 

ome. 3 
Mrs. Meth. O, that were pity, Miſs, Plays will enliven 
him — ſee, here he comes, and my niece with him, 


Enter Squire Humphry and Martilla. 


Cel. Your ſervant, Sir; you come in good time, the 
ladies are all going to the play, and wanted you to help 

to gallant them, 

Squire Humph, And fo *twill be nine o'clock, before 
one ſhall get any ſupper. 

Miſs Betty. Supper! why your dinner is not out of 
your mouth yet, at leaſt tis all about the brims of it. 
See how greaſy his chops is, mother. * 

Lady Head. Nay, if he han't a mind to go, he need 
not, You may ſtay here *till your father comes home 
from the parliament-houſe, and then you may eat 2 
broil'd bone together. | | | 

Miſs Betty. Yes, and drink a tankard of ſtrong beer 
together ; and then he may tell you all he has been do- 
ing in the parliament-houſe, and you may tell him all 
you have been thinking of when you were aſleep, in 

the kitchen: and then if you'll put it all down in writ- 
| ; wigs 
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ing, when we come from the play, Pll read it to the 
company. | 

Squire Humph. Siſter, I don't like your joaking, and 
you are not a well-behav'd young woman; and altho? 
my mother encourages you, my thoughts are, you are 
not too big to be Whipt. 

Miſs Betty. How, ſirrah? 

Squire Humph, There's a civil young gentlewoman 
ſtands there, is worth a hundred of you. And I believe 
ſhe' II be married before you. 

Miſs Petty. Cots my life, I have a good mind to pull 
your eyes Out, 

Lady Head, Hold, Miſs, hold, don't be in ſuch a paſ- 
ſion, neither. | 

Miſs Betty. Mama, it is not that I am angry at any 
thing he ſays to commend Martilla, for I with ſhe were 
to be marry'd to-morrow, that I might have a dance at 
her wedding; but what need he abuſe me for? I with 
the lout had mettle enough to be in love with her, ſhe'd 
make pure ſport with him. [Aae] Does your Heavineſs 
find any inclinations moving towards the lady you ad- 
mire?— Speak! are you in love with her ? | 

Squire Humph. I am in love with nobody; and if any 
body be in love with me, mayhap they had as good be 

met. * ' 

Miſs Betty. Hold your tongue, I'm quite ſick of you. 
Come, Martilla, you are to go to the play with us. 
Mart. Am I, Miſs ? I am ready to wait upon you. 

Lady Head. I believe it's time we ſhould be going; 
Colonel, 1s not it ? 

Col. Yes, Madam, I believe it is. 

Lady Head. Come, then; who is there? 


Enter Servant, 


Is the coach at the door ? 
Serv. It has been there this hafe haur, ſo pleaſe your 
Ladyſhip. 59 Prat ts! e714 
Miſs Betty, And are all the people in the ſtreet gazing 
at it, Tom ? | 
Sery, That are they, Madam ; and Roger has doh 
| 0 
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ſo much of his own beveridge, that he's even as it were 
gotten a little drunk. | 
Lady Head. Not ſo drunk, I hope, but that he can 
drive us ? | 
Serv. Yes, yes, Madam, he drives beſt when he's a 
little upiſh. When Roger's head turns, raund go the 
wheels, Yfaith, | 
- Miſs Betty. Never fear, Mama, as long as it's to the 
play-houſe, there's no danger. | | 
Lady Head. Well, daughter, ſince you are ſo courage. 
ous, it ſhan't be ſaid I make, any difficulty; and if the 
Colonel is ſo gallant, to haye a mind to ſhare our dan- 
ger, we have room for him, if he pleaſes. 
Col. Madam, you do me a preat deal of honour, and 
I'm ſure you give me a great deal of pleaſure, 
Miſs Betty. Come, dear Mama, away we go. 
 [ Exeunt all but Squire, Martilla, and Mrs. Motherly, 
Squire Humpb. I did not think you would have gone. 
[To Martilla. 
Mart. O, I love a play dearly. \ © [BExit. 
Mrs. Moth. I wonder, Squire, that you wou'd not go 
to the play with em. | 
Squire  Humph. What needed Mar:illa have gone ? 
they were enough without her. 
Mrs. Meth. O, ſhe was glad to go to divert herſelf; 
and befides, my Lady defired her to go with them. 
Squire Humph. And ſo I am left alone. 
Mrs. Moth, Why, wou'd you have car'd for her com- 
A | | 
N Squire Humph. Rather than none. 
Mrs. Meth. On my conſcience he's ready to cry; this 
is matter to think of: but here comes. Sir Francs. 
| [7 [ Afrae, 


Enter Sir Francis. 


How do you do, Sir? Pm afraid theſe late parliament 

hours won't agree with you. 
Sir Frau. Indeed, I like them not, Mrs. Motherly 35 
if they wou'd. dine at twelve o'clock, as we do in the 
| Country's. 
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country, a man might be able to drink a reaſonable 
bottle between that and ſupper- time. | 

Mrs. Moth. That wou'd be much better indeed, Sir 
Francis. 

Sir Fran, But then when we conſider that what we 
undergo, is in being buſy for the good of our country, 
O, the good of our country is above all things; 
what a noble and glorious —_ it is, Mrs, Motherly, 
that England can boaſt of five hundred zealous gentlemen, 
all in one room, all of one mind, upon a fair occaſion, 

to goaltogether by the ears for the good of their country! 
—— A Humphry, perhaps you'll be a ſenator in time, 
as your father is now; and when you are, remember your 
country ; ſpare nothing for the good of your country ! 
and when you come home, at the end of the ſeſſions, you 
will find yourſelf ſo adored, that your country will come 
and dine with you every day in the week, O, here's my 
uncle Richard. | 


Enter Uncle Richard. 


Mrs. Moth. I think, Sir, I had better ger you a mouth- 
ful of ſomething to ſtay your ſtomach 'till ſupper. [ Exit. 

Sir Fran, With all my heart, for I'm almoſt fa- 
miſh'd. 

Squire Fumph. And ſo ſhall I before my mother 
comes from the playhouſe, ſo I'll go and get a butter'd 
toaſt, a [ Exit. 

Sir Fran. Uncle, I hope you are well. | 

Unc. Rich. Nephew, if I had been ſick I wou'd not 
have come abroad; I ſuppoſe you are well, for | ſent 
this morning, and was inform'd you went out early; 
was it to make your court to ſome of the great men? 

Sir Fran, Yes, uncle, I was adviſed to loſe no time, 
ſo I went to one great man, whom J had never ſeen 
before, | 

Unc, Rich, And who had you got to introduce you ? 

Sir Fran, Nobody; I remember'd I had heard a 
= man ſay, My fon, be bold; ſo I introduced my- 
elf. | 


"Unc, Rich. As how, I pray? 


Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran, Why thus, uncle; pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
ſays I, I am Sir Francis Headpiece of Headpiece- Hall, and 
member of parliament for the ancient borough of GB 
Guiney. Sir, your humble ſervant, ſays my Lord, 
tho? I have not the honour to know your perſon, I have 
heard you are a very honeſt gentleman, and ! am very 


glad your borough has made choice of ſo worthy a je- 


preſentative ; have you any ſervice to command me? 
Thoſe laſt words, uncle, gave me great encouragement: 
And tho' I know you have not any ver great opinion of 
my parts, I believe you won't ſay I miſt it now. 

Unc. Rich, Ihopel ſhall have no cauſe. 

Sir Fran, My Lord, ſays I, I did not defign to ſay any 
thing to your Lordſhip to-day about buſineſs; but fince 
your Lordſhip 13 ſo kind and free, as to bid me {peak it 
1 have any fervice to command you, I wall. 

Unc. Nich. So. 

Sir Frau. I have, ſays I, my Lord, a good eſtate, but 
it's a little out at elbows: and as I dere to ſerve my 
king as well as my country, I ſhall be very willing to 
accept of a place at court, ; 

nc. Rich, This was bold indeed. 

Sir Fran. I'cod, I ſhot him flying, uncle; another 
man would have been a month before he durſt have 
open'd his mouth about a place. But you ſhall hear, 
Sir Francis, ſays my Lord, what ſort of a place oy 
ou have turn'd your thoughts upon ? My Lord, ſays I, 

ggars muſt not be chootars; but ſome place about a 
thouſand a year, I believe, might do pretty weel to 
begin with. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you in any thing I can; and in ſaying theſe 
words he gave me a ſqueeze by the hand, as much as to 
ſay, I'll do your buſineſs. And ſo he turn'd to a 
Lord that was there, who look'd as if he came for a 

lace too. 

Unc. Rich. And ſo your fortune's made. 

Sir Fran, Don't you think ſo, uncle? 

_ Unc. Rich. Yes, for juſt ſo mine was made 
twenty years ago, | 


Sir Frat, 


— 
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Sir. Fran. Why, I never knew you had a place, 
uncle. | 

Unc. Rich. Nor I neither upon my faith, nephew: 
but you have been down at the houſe ſince you made 
your court, have not you? ow 

Sir Fran. O yes; I would not neglect the houſe for 
ever ſo much, | 

Unc. Rich. And what might they have done there to- 
day, | pray ? 

Sir Fran, Why truly, uncle, I cannot well tell what 
they did, But I'll tell you what I did: 1 happen'd to 
make a little ſort of a miſtake, 

Unc. Rich, How was that ? | 

Sir Fran, Why you muſt know, uncle, they were all 
cot into a ſort of a hodge-podge argument for the good 
of the nation, which 1 did not well underſtand ; how- 
ever I was convinced, and fo reſolved to vote aright 
according to my conſcience ; but they made ſuch a 
puzzling buſineſs on't, when they put the queſtion, as 
they call it, that, I believe, I cry'd Ay, when I ſhould 
have cry'd No; for a ſort of a Jacobite that fat next me, 
took me by the hand, and ſaid, Sir, you are a man of 
honour, and a true Engliſhman, and | ſhou'd be glad to 
be better acquainted with you, and ſo he pull me 
along with the croud into the lobby with him, when I 
believe I ſhould have ſtaid where ] was, 

Unc. Rich. And ſo, if you had not quite made your 
fortune before, you have clench'd it now. Ah, thou 
head of the Headpieces ! [| Afde] How now, what's the 
matter here ? 


Frier Lady Headpiece, &c. in diſorder, ſome dirty, ſome 
| lame, ſome bloody. 5 

Sir Fran, Mercy on us ! they are all kill'd. | 

Miſs Betiy. Not for a thouſand pounds; but we have 

been all down in the dirt together. | 

Lady Ecad, We have had a fad piece of work ont, 

Sir Francis, overturn'd in the channel, as we were going 
to the playhouſe. 

Miſs, Betty, Over and over, papa; had it been com- 

. ing 
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ing from the playhouſe, I ſhou'd not have car'd a far. 
thing. 

Sir Fran. But, child, you are hurt, your face is all 
bloody. | 

Mits Betty. O, Sir, my new gown is all dirty, 

Lady Head. The new coach is all ſpoil'd. 

Miſs Betty. The glaſſes are all to bits. 

Lady Head. Roger has put out his arm. | 

Miſs Betty. Would he had put out his neck, for mak. 
ing us loſe the play. | | 
a Squire Humph, Poor Martilla has ſcratch'd her little 

nger, 

Gs Head, And here's the poor Colonel ; nobody 
aſks what he has done. I hope, Sir, you have got no 
harm ? 

Col. Only a little wounded with ſome pins I met with 
about your Ladyſhip. 

Lady Head. I am ſorry any thing about me ſhould do 
you harm, | 

Cel. If it does, Madam, you have that about you, if 
you pleaſe, will be my cure, I hope your Ladyſhip feels 
nothing amiſs? 1 

Lady Head. Nothing at all, tho? we did roll about to- 
gether ſtrangely. 

Cel. We did, indeed. I'm ſure we roll'd ſo, that 
my poor hands were got once don't know 
where they were got. But her Ladyſhip I ſee will paſs 
by ſlips. | 2 Abt. 

Sir Fran, It wou'd have been pity the colonel ſhou'd 
have receiv'd any damage in his ſervices to the Ladies 
he 1s the moſt complaiſant man to e'm, uncle ; always 
ready when they have occaſion for him. 

Unc. Rich. Then 1 believe, nephew, they'll never let 
him want buſineſs. | 
Sir Fran, O, but they ſhou'd not ride the free horſe 
to death neither, Come, colonel, you'll ſtay and drink 
a bottle, and eat a little ſupper with us, after your miſ- 
fortune? 

Col, Sir, fince I have been prevented from an 
r e e 
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the ladies to the play, I ſhall be very proud to obey 


their commands here at home, 

Sir Fran. A prodigious civil gentleman, uncle; and 
yet as bold as Alexander upon occaſion. xg 

Unc, Rich. Upon a lady's occaſion. | 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, you're a wag, uncle ; but I believe 
he'd ſtorm any thing, 

Unc. Rich. Then I believe your citadel may be in 
danger, [ A/ede. 

Sir Fran. Uncle, won't you break your rule for once, 
and ſup from home ? 

Unc. Rich. The company will excuſe me, nephew, 
they'll be freer without me; ſo good night to them and 

ou, | 

Lady Head. Good night to you, Sir, ſince you won't 
ſtay : Come, colonel. 

Unc. Rich, Methinks this facetious colonel is got 


* 


upon a pretty, familiar, eaſy foot already with the fa- 


mily of the Headpieces hum. [ 4/ide. Exit. 

Sir Fran, Come, my Lady, let's all in, and paſs the 
evening chearfully. And, d'ye hear, wife a word in 
your ear —I have got a promiſe of a place in court, 
of a thouſand a year, he, hem, [ Exeunt. 


— rn ua. * — —„— 


* — . 2 


ACT Iv. 8c EN E I. 


Enter Lady Arabella, as juft up, walking penſovely to her 
Toilet , follow'd by Truity . 


Lady Ara. E LL, ſure never woman had ſuch 

luck —theſe deviliſh dice! Sit 
up all night ; loſe all one's money, and then —— how 
like a hag I look. [Sits at ber toilet, turning her purſe 
inſide out] Not a guinea——worth leſs by a hundred 


pounds than I was by one o'clock this morning 


and then ] was worth nothing—— what is to be done, 
Truſty 1 ; Traſ. 
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Tru. I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell you, Madam; 
but if there comes in any good company to breakfaf 
with your Ladyſhip, perhaps you may Land a run of 
better fortune. | 

Lady Ara. But I han't a guinea to try my fortune 
let me ſee——who was that impertinent man, that 
was ſo ſaucy laſt week about money, that I was forc'd to 
promiſe,” once more, he ſhou'd have what I ow'd him, 
this morning ? | 

Tru. O, I remember, Madam; it was your old mer. 
cer Short-yard, that you turn'd off a year ago, becauſe he 
would truſt you no longer. 

Lady Ara. That's true; and I think I bid the flew. 

ard keep the thirty guineas out of ſome money he was 

paying me to ſtop his odious mouth. 

Tru/. Your Ladyſhip did ſo. 

Lady Ara. Pr'ythee, Tru/ty, run and ſee whether the 
wretch has got the money yet; if not, tell the ſteward, 
I have on for it myſelf; run quickly 
[Truſty runs to the dbor. 
 Tru/. Ah, Madam, he's juſt paying it away now, in 
the hall. | . | I 
Lady Ara. Stop him! quick, quick, dear'Trufty, 

9 6 Hem, hem, Mr. Money-bag, a word with you 

uickly, 

4 Mon. [within] I'll come preſently. wand 
Tru/. Preſently won't do, you muſt come this moment, 
Mon. I'm but juſt paying a little money. 
Tru/. Cods my life, paying money, is the man di- 

itracted } Come here, I tell you, to my Lady this mo- 

ment, quick. | ' 
[Money-bag comes to the door with a purſe in's hand. 

My Lady ſays you muſt not pay the money to-daz, 

there's a miſtake in the account, which ſhe muſt exa- 

mine; and ſhe's afraid too there was a falſe guinea or 
two left in the purſe, which mightdiſgrace her. [ T<vitche 
the purſe ſrom him] But ſhe's too buſy to look for em 
juſt now, ſo you muſt bid Mr. What-d'ye-call- em come 
another time, There they are, Madam, | Giwes her the 
money] The poor things were ſo near gone, they made 

2 . 
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me tremble ; I fancy your Ladyſhip will give me one of 
thoſe falſe guineas for good luck, [ Takes a guinea] Thank 
you, Madam. We | 

Lady Ara. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Tru/. No, but your 22 look'd as if you were 
juſt going to bid me; ſo I took it to ſave your Ladyſhip 
the trouble of {| * N 1 

Lady Ara. Well, for once but hark——T think I 
hear the man making a noiſe yonder, | 

Tru/. Nay, 1 don't expect he'll go out of the houſe 
quietly. I'll liſten, | Goes to the door. 

Lady 4ra. Do. | 

Try/. He's in a bitter paſſion with poor Meney-bag ; I 
Lord, how he ſwears ! 

Lady Ara. And a ſober citizen too! that's a ſhame. , 

Tru/. He ſays he will ſpeak with you, Madam, tho?” 
the devil held your door—— Lord ! he's coming hither 
full drive, but I'll lock him out. ; 

Lady Ara. No matter, let him come; I'll reaſon with 
him. 


Truf. But he's a ſaucy fellow for all that. 


Enter Short- yard. 


What wou'd you have, Sir? 5 
Short, 1 wou'd have my due, Miſtreſs, 
Try/. That wou'd be to be well cudgel'd, Maſter, 
for coming ſo familiarly, where you ſhou'd not come, 
Lady Ara. Do you think you do well, Sir, to intrude 
into my dreſſing-room? _ 
Short, Madam, I fold my goods to you in your dreſ- 
ing room, I don't know why I mayn't aſk for my money 
8 
Lady Ara. Vou are very ſhort, Sir. 
: 5 Your Lady ſhip won't complain of my patience 
eing lo? 
Lady Ara. I complain of nothing that ought not to be 
complained of; but I hate ill- manners. 
Short. So do I, Madam, — but this 1s the ſeventeenth 
Vo. H.. K time 
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time I have been ordered to come with good-mannerg for 

my money, to no purpoſe, | 

Lady a. Your money, man! Is that the matter! 

Why it has lain in the ſteward's hands this week for 

you. | 

- Short. Madam, you yourſelf appointed me to come this 

very morning for it. 

Lady Ara. But why did you come fo late then? 
Short. So late ! I came ſoon enough, I thought, 
Lady Ara. That thinking wrong, makes us liable to 

a world of difappointments : If you had thought of com. 

Ing one minute ſooner, you had had your money. 

Short, Gad bleſs me, Madam, I had the money as 
J thought, I'm ſure it was telling out, and I was writ- 
ing a receipt for't. | 

Truſ. Why there you thought wrong again, Maſter. 

Lady Ara. Yes, for you ſhou'd never think of writing 
a receipt till the money is in your pocket, 

Short. Why, I did think *twas in my | nar 

Tru/ſ. Look you, thinking again, Indeed, Mr. Short. 
yard, you make ſo many blunders, *tis impoſſible but 
you muſt ſuffer by it, in your way of trade. I'm ſorry 
for you, and you'll be undone. 

Short. And well I may, when I ſell my goods to 
ple that won't pay me for 'em, till the intereſt of my 
money eats out all my profit: I fold them ſo cheap, 
becauſe I thought I ſhou'd be paid the next day. 
Fr. Why, there again! there's another of your 

thoughts ; paid the next day, and you han't been paid 
this twelvemonth you ſee. 

$hort. Oons, I han't been paid at all, Miſtreſs. 

Lady Ara. Well, tradeſmen are ſtrange unreaſonable 
creatures, refuſe to ſell people any more things, and then 
quarrel with *em becauſe they don't pay for thoſe they 
have had already. Now what can you ſay to that, Mr. 
' Short-yard ? „ 7% 

Short, Say! Why — Sdeath, Madam, I don't know 
what you talk of, I don't underſtand your argument. 

I ady Ara Why, what d you underſtand, man? 
Short, Why, 1 underſtand that I have had above a 
hundred 
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hundred pounds due to me a year ago; that I came, by 
appointment, juſt now to receive it: that it proved at 
[at to be but thirty inſtead of a hundred and ten; and 
that while the ſteward was telling even that out, and I 
was writing the receipt, comes Mrs. Pop here, and the 
money was gone. But I'll be banter'd no longer if there's 
lay in England. Say no more, Short-yard, 155 

| | Exit. 


Truſ. What a paſſion the poor devil's in! 

Lady Ara. Why truly one can't deny but he has ſome 
preſent cauſe to be a little in iL humour, but when one has 
things of greater conſequence on foot, one can't trouble 
one's ſelf about making ſuch creatures eaſy ; ſo call for 


breakfaſt, Try, and ſet the hazard-table _y if 


there comes no company I'll play a little by myſe 


Enter Lord Loverule. 


Lord Love. Pray what offence, Madam, have you 
given to a man I met with juſt as 1 came in? 

Lady 4rg. People who are apt to take offence, do it 
for ſmall matters, you know. 

Lord Lowe. I ſhall be glad to find this ſo; but he ſays 
you have owed him above a hundred pounds this twelve- 


month; that he has been here forty times by appoint- 


ment for it, to no purpoſe ; and that coming here this 
morning upon poſitive aſſurance from yourſelf, he was 
trick'd out of the money, while he was writing a receipt 
for it, and ſent away without a farthing. 

Lady Ara. Lord, how theſe ſhopkeepers will lye ! 

Lord Lowe. What then is the buſineſs? for ſcme 
ground the man muſt have to be in ſuch a paſſion. 

Lady Ara, 1 believe you'll rather wonder to ſee me 


ſo calm, when I tell you he had the inſolence to intrude 


into my very dreſſing- room here, with a ſtory without a 
head or tail; you know, Tryf#y, we cou'd not underſtand 
one word he ſaid, but when he ſwore——Good Lord! 
now the wretch did ſwear ! 

Try/. I never heard the like for my part, 

Lord Love And all this for nothing ? 


—— —— — 
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. Lady Ara. So it proved, my Lord, for he got nothing 
yit. | | 5 | 
Lord Lowe. His ſwearing-I ſuppoſe was for his mon 
n Who canblaws kim - 1 

Lady Ara. If he ſwore for money he ſhould be put in 
the pillory. 

Lord Lowe. Madam, I won't be banter'd, nor ſued by 
this man for your extravagancies : do you owe him the 
money or not? | 

Lady Ara. He ſays I do, but ſuch fellows will ſay 
any thing. 

Lord Lowe. Provoking! [ 4/ide] Did not I defire an 
account from you of all your debts, but ſix months 
ſince, and give you money to clear them? 

Lady 4ra, My Lord, you can't imagine how accounts 
make my. head ake. | 

Lord Love. That won't do. The ſteward gave you 
m hundred pounds beſides, but laſt week; where's 

at ? | 

Lady Ara. Gone 

Lord Love. Gone! where? 

Lady Aa. Half the town over, I believe, by this time. 

Lord Love, Madam, Madam, this can be endured no 
longer, and before a month paſies expect to find me— 

Lady Ara. Hiſt, my Lord, here's company. 


Enter Captain Toupee. 


Captain Toupee, your ſervant : What, nobody with you ? 
do you come quite alone ? 

Capt. *Slife, I thought to find company enough here. 
My Lord, your ſervant. What a deuc2, you look as if 
you had been up all night. I'm ſure I was in bed but 
three hours ; I wou'd you'd give me ſome coffee. 

Lady Ara. Some coffee there; tea too, and cho- 
colate, | 

Capt. [Singing a minuet and dancing] Well, what a 
ſtrange fellow am I to be thus briſk, after loſing all my 
money laſt night——but upon my ſoul you look ſadly. 

Lady gra. No matter for that, if you'll let me win a 
little of your money this morning. 5 

apt. 


if 
it 
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Capt. What with that face ? Go, go waſh it, go waſh 
it, and put on ſome handſome things; you look'd a good 
likely woman laſt night ; I would not much have cared 
if you had run five hundred pounds in my debt; but if 
I play with you this morning, T'gad Pd adviſe you to 
win; for I won't take your perſonal ſecurity at preſent 
for a guinea, | 

Lord Love. To what a nauſeous freedom do women of 
quality of late admit theſe trifling fops ! and there's a 
morning exerciſe will give *em claim to greater freedoms 
ſtil. [ Points to the haxard- table] Some courſe muſt be 
taken, [ Exit, 

Capt. What, is my Lord gone? he look'd methought 
as if he did not delight much in my company. Well, 


peace and plenty attend him for your Ladyſhip's ſake, 
and thoſe —— who have now and then the honour to win 


a bundred pounds of you. 
| | | Goes o the table finging, and throws, 

Lady Ara. [Twitching the box from him] What, do you 
intend to win all the money upon the table nm 
Seven's the main Set me a million, Toupee. 

Capt. I ſet you two, my queen — Six to ſeven. 

Lady Ara. Six —— the world's my own. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lady Ara. O that my Lord had ſpirit enough about 
him to let me play for a thouſand pound a-night 
But here comes country company ———— 


Eater Lady Headpiece, Miſs Betty, Mrs. Motherly, and 
Colonel Courtly, 
Your ſervant, Madam, good-morrow to you. 

Lady Head. And to you, Madam. We are come to 
breakfaſt with you. Lord, are you got to thoſe pretty 
things already ? Points to the dice. 

Lady Ara. You ſee we are not ſuch idle folks in town 
as you country ladies take us to be; we are no ſooner out 
of our beds, but we are at our work. 

Miſs Betty. Will dear Lady Arabella give us leave, 
mother, to do a ſtitch or two with her? | 

| [T akes the box and throws. 
K 3 Capt . 
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Capt. The pretty lively thing ! 

Lady Ara. With all her heart; what ſays her mama 

e Fass dhe ſays ſhe don't love to fit with her 
hands before her, when other people's are employed. 
Capt. And this is the prettieſt little ſociable work, 
men and women can all do together at it. 

Lady Head. Colonel, you are one with us, are you not ? 
Lady Ara. O, I'll anſwer for him, he'Il be out at 
nothing. | 

Capt. In a facetious way; he is the politeſt perſon ; he 
will loſe his money to the ladies ſo civilly, and will win 
theirs with ſo much good breeding; and he will be {6 
modeſt to 'em before company, and 70 impudent to em in 
a dark corner. Ha! colonel ! | 

Lady Head. So I found him, I'm fare, laſt night 
Mercy on me, an ounce of virtue leſs than- I had, and 
Sir Francis had been undone, 

Capt. Colonel, I ſmoke you. 3 

Cel. And a fine character you give the ladies of me, 
to help me. 2 4 14 l 

Capt. I give em juſt the character of you they like, 
modeſt Bad brave. Come, ladies, to buſineſs ; look to 
vour money, every woman her hand upon her purſe. 

ils Berry, Here's mine, captain. | 

Capt. O the little ſoft velvet one—and it's as full— 
Come, Lady Blowfe, rattle your dice and away with 'em. 

Lady Ara. Six——at all—— five to ſix Five 
Eight——at all again Nine to eight——Nine—— 


Enter Sir Francis, and flands gazing at em. 


Seven's the main——at all for ever. [Throws out. 
Miſs Betty. Now, mama, let's ſee what you can do. 
; [Lady Headpiece takes the box. 
I ady Head. Well, I'll warrant you, daughter 
Miſs Berty. If you do, T'll follow a good example. 
Lady Head. Eight's the main ——don't ſpare me, gen- 
tlemen, I fear you not — have at you all ſeven to 
eight——-feven. ; 
Capt. Eight, Lady, eight=—Five pounds if you 


eaſe, 
| pl | Lady Ara. 
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Lady Ara. Three, kinſwoman. 

Col. Two, Madam. 

Miſs Betty. And one for Miſs, Mama——and now 
let's ſee what I can do. [Ade] If I ſhould win enough 
this morning to buy me another new gown—©O bleſs me! 
there they go——ſeven——come, captain, ſet me boldly, 
I want to be at a handful. 

Capt. There's two for you; miſs. 

Miſs Bett. I'll at 'em, tho? I die for't. 

Sir Fran. Ah, my poor child, take care. 


Runs to flop the throav. 
Miſs Betty. There. 


Cat. Out — twenty pounds, young lady. 
Sir Fran. Falſe dice, Sir. 


Capt. Falſe dice, Sir? I ſcorn your words twenty 


unds, Madam. | 

Miſs Betty. Undone, undone ! 

Sir Fran. She ſhan't pay you a farthing, Sir; I won't 
have miſs cheated. 

Capt, Cheated, Sir ? 

Lady Head. What do you mean, Sir Francis, to diſ- 
turb the company, and abuſe the gentleman thus? 

Sir Fran, Tongan to be in a paſſion, 

Lady Head. And why will you be in a paſſion, Sir 
Francis ? | 

Sir Fran; Becauſe I came here to breakfaſt with my 
Lady there, before I went down to the houſe, expect- 
ing to find my family ſet round a civil table with her, 


upon ſome plumb-cake, hot rolls, and a cup of ſtrong 


beer ; inſtead of which, I find theſe good women ſtay- 
ing their ſtomachs with a box and dice, and that man 
there, with a ſtrange perriwig, making a good hearty 
meal upon my wife and daughter. 


Cætera deſunt, 
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TO THE 
OQ..U. EK. EK: 


May it pieaſe your Majeſty. 


TVHE Zg/b THAT RE throws itſelf 
with this Play, at Your MAJESTY's- 
Feet, for Favour and Support. 
As their Public Diverſions. are. a+ ſtrong, 
Indication of the Genius of a People; the 
following Scenes are an. Attempt to- Eſtabliſh 
ſuch 


DEDICATION. 
ſych as are fit to entertain the Minds of a ſen- 
ſible Nation; and to wipe off that Aſperſion 
of Barbarity, which the Yirzuo# among our 
Neighbours have ſometimes thrown upon our 
u. 

The Provek'd Huſt and, is, at leaſt, an In- 
ſtance, that any Engliſh Comedy may, to an 
unuſual number of Days, bring many Thou- 
ſands of His Majeſty's good Subjects toge- 
ther, to their Emolument and Delight, with 
Innocence. And however little Share of that 
Merit my unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
1 hope the juſt Admirers of Sir John Van- 

_ brugh will allow 1 have, at worſt, been a careful 
Guardian of his Orphan Muſe, by leading it 
into Your Majeſty's Royal Protection. 

The Deſign of this Play being chiefly to 
expoſe, and reform the licentious Irregula- 
rities that, too often, break in upon the 
Peace and Happineſs of the Married State; 
Where could fo hazardous and unpopular an 
undertaking be ſecure, but in the Protection 
of a Frincess, whoſe exemplary Conjugal 
Virtues have given ſuch illuſtrious Proof, of 
what ſublime Felicity that holy State is 
capable? 


And 


DEDICATION. 
And though a Crown is no certain Title 
to Content; yet to the Honour of that In- 
ſtitution be it ſaid, the Royal Harmony of 
Hearts that now inchants us from the Throne, 
is a Reproach to the frequent Diſquiet of 
thoſe many inſenſible Subjects about it, who 
(from his Majeſty's paternal Care of his 
People) have more Leiſure to be happy : And 
"ris our Quexn's peculiar Glory, that we 
often ſee Her as eminently rais'd above 
her Circle, in private Happineſs, as in 
T1117 
Yet Heaven, Mabau, that has placed 
you on ſuch Height, to be the more con- 
ſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, had ſtill left 
your Happineſs imperfect, had it not given 
thoſe ineſtimable Treaſures of your Mind, 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on Earth 
that could have deſerved them: A Crown 
received from Any, but the Happy Mo- 
narch's Hand, who inveſted you with This, 
which You now adorn, had only ſeemed the 
Work of Fortune: But Thus beſtow'd, the 
World acknowledges it the due Reward of 
Pxovipence, for One You once ſo glori- 
ouſly Refuſed. | But 


i 


DEDICATION. 
But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Virtye 
has lifted the Plain Addreſſes of à whole 
Nation into Eloquence, the beſt repeated 
Eulogiums on that Theme, are but Intru- 
fions on your Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of 
ſecretly deſerving them. I therefore beg leave 
to ſubſcribe myſelf, 2! 


May it pleaſe Your MaJz 5sTrY, 
Nu Majeſty's mt Devoted, 
Moſt Obedient, and 


Moſt Humble Servant, 


CorLET CIE BIX. 


TO THE 


READER. 


AVING taken upon me in the prologue to this 
play, to give the. auditors. ſome ſhort account of 

that part of it which Sir John Yanbrugh left unfiniſhed, 
and not thinking it adviſeable in that place, to limit 
their judgment by ſo high a commendation as I thought 
it deſerved ; I have therefore, for the ſatisfaction of the 
curious, printed the whole of what he wrote, ſeparately, 
under the fingle title he gave it of 4 Journey to London, 
without preſuming to alter a line. | 

Yet when I own, that in my laſt converſation with 
him, (which chiefly turned upon what he had done to- 
wards a comedy) he excuſed his not ſhewing it me, till 
he had reviewd it, confeſſing the ſcenes were yet un- 
digeſted, too long, and irregular, particularly in the- 
lower characters, I have but one excuſe for publiſhin 
what he never deſigned ſhould come into the world, as 
it then was, viz. I had no other way. of. taking thoſe. 
many faults to myſelf, which may be juily found in my 
preſuming to finiſh it. | | 

However, 4 judicious reader will find in his ori- 
ginal papers, that the characters are firongly drawn, 
new, ſpirited, and natural, taken from ſenſible ob. 
ſervations on high and lower life, and from a juſt in- 
di-nation at the follies in, faſhion, All I could gather 
from him of what he intended in the cataffrophe, was, 
that the conduct of his imaginkry fine lady had fo pro- 
voked him, that he deſi ed actually to have made her 
hulband turn her out of his doors, But when his per- 


formance. 
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formance came, after his deceaſe, to my hands, j 
thought ſuch violent meaſures, however juſt they mipht be 
in real life, were too ſevere for comedy, and would want 
the proper ſurpriſe, which is due to the end of a play, 
Therefore with much ado (and *twas as much as I could 
do with probability) I preſerved the lady's chaſtity, 
that the ſenſe of her errors might make a recon. 
ciliation not impracticable; and I hope the mitiga. 
tion of her ſentence has been ſince juſtified by its 
ſucceſs. 

My inclinatien to preſerve as much as poſſible of Sir 

ahn, I ſoon ſaw had drawn the whole into an unuſual 
length; the reader will therefore find here a ſcene or 
two of the lower humour that were left out, after the firſt 
day's preſentation. 
The favour the town has ſhewn to the higher cha- 
raters in this play, is a proof, that their taſte is not 
wholly vitiated, by the barbarous entertainments that 
have been ſo expenſively ſet off to corrupt it ; but, while 
the repetition of the beſt old plays is apt to give ſatiety, 
and good new ones are ſo ſcarce a commodity, we muſt 
not wonder, that the poor actors are ſometimes forced to 
trade in traſh for a livelihood. | 

F cannot yet take leave of the reader, without en- 
deavouring to do juſtice to thoſe principal actors, who 
have ſo evidently contributed to the ſupport of this 
comedy: And I wiſh I could ſeparate the praiſes due to 
them from the ſecret vanity of an author : For all I 
can ſay will ſtill inſinuate, that they could not have ſo 
highly excelled, unleſs the ſkill of the writer had gi 
ven them proper occaſion. However, as I had rather 
appear vain, than unthankful, | will venture to ſay of 
Mr. Wilks, that in the laſt act, I never ſaw any paſ- 
fion take ſo natural a poſſeſſion of an actor, or any actor 
take ſo tender a poſſeſſion of his auditors -— Mr. 
Mills, too, is confeſs d by every body, to have ſurpriſed: 
them, by ſo far exceJling himſelf But there is no 


doing right to Mrs. Oldfield, without putting people 
NN e 
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in mind of what others, of great merit, have wanted 
to come near her=———?Tis not enough -to ſay, the 
Here Out-did her uſual Ercellence. I might therefore 
juſtly leave her to the conſtant admiration of thoſe fpec- 
tators, who have the pleafure of living while the is an 
actreſs. But as this is not the only time ſhe has been 
the life of what I have given the public, fo = 2 
my ſaying a little more of fo memorable an actrefs, 
may give this play a chance to be read, when the peo- 
ple of this age ſhall be anceſtors May it there- 
fore give emulation to our ſucceſſors of the ſtage, to 
know, That to the ending of the year 1727, a co- 
temporary comedian relates, that Mrs. Oldfield was, then, 
in her higheſt excellence of action, happy in all the 
rearly-found requiſites, that meet in one perſon to com- 
plete them for the ſtage——— She was in flature juſt 
riſing to that height, where the gracefu/ can only 
begin to ſhew itſelf ; of a lively aſpe& and a command 
in Ko mein, that like the principal figure in the fineſt 
paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt delights the eye of 
the ſpectators, Her voice was ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, 
and melodious ; her pronunciation voluble, dialact, and 
muſical; and her emphaſis always placed where the 
ſpirit of the ſenſe, in her periods, only demanded it. 
If ſhe deligated more in che Higher Comic, than in 
the Tragic ſtrain, 'twas becauſe the laſt is too often 
written in a lofty diſregard of nature. But in cha- 
racters of modern practiſed life, ſne found occaſions 
to add the 3 air and manner which diſtin- 
guiſhed the different humours ſhe preſented, Whereas 
in tragedy, the manner of ſpeaking varies, as little as the 
blank verſe it is written in She had one peculiar 
happineſs from nature, ſhe looked and maintained the 
agrecable, at a time when other fine women only raiſe 
admirers by their underſtanding —— The ſpectator was 


always as much informed by her eyes as her elocution ; 
for the look is the only proof that an actor rightly con- 


ccives what he utters, there being ſcarce an = 
where 
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where the eyes do their part, that the elocution i; 
known to be faulty. The qualities ſhe had acquired were 
the genteel and elegant. The one in her air, and the 
other in her dreſs, never had her equal on the ſtage ; and 
the ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, (particularly in this 
play) ſeemed in all reſpects the paraphernalia of a woman 
of quality, And of that ſort were the characters ſhe 
chiefly excelled in; but her natural good ſenſe and live. 
ly turn of converſation made her way ſo eaſy to ladies of 
the higheſt rank, that it is a leſs wonder, if on the ſtage 
ſhe ſometimes was, what might have become the fineſt 
woman in real life to have ſupported, 


Tbeatro- Reyal. 
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PRO LOGUE 
3 
| Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 
HIS play took birth from principles of truth, 
To make amends for errors paſt, of youth. 
A bard, that's now no more, in riper days, 
Conſcious review'd the licence of his plays : 
And tho" applauſe his wanton muſe had fir d, 
Himſelf condemn'd what ſenjual minds admir d. 
At length, he can d, that plays ſhould let you ſee 
Not only, What you are, but ought to be; 
Though vice was natural, *twas never meant 
The flage ſhould ſhew it, but for puniſhment J 
Warm with that thought, his Muſe once more took flame, 
Reſel'd to bring licentious life to ſhame. 
Such was the piece his lateſt pen defign'd, 
But left no traces of his plan behind. 
Luxuriant ſcenes unprun d or half contriv/'d ; 
Vet thro" the maſs his native fire ſurvio'd : 
Rough, as ich ore, in mines the treaſure lay, 
Yet flill tavas rich, and forms at length a play. 
In which the bold compiler boaſts no merit, 
But that his pains have ſav'd your ſeenes of ſpirit. 
Net ſcenes that would a noiſy joy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the mind and warm the heart. 
From praiſe of hands no ſure account he draws, 
But fixt attention is ſincere applauſe : 
I then ( for hard you'll own the taſk) his art 
Can to thoſe embryon-ſecenes new life impart, 


The living proudly would exclude his lays, 


And to the buried bard reſign the praiſe, 
| Drametis 


Dramatis Perſogge. 


M E N. 


Lord Townly, of a regular life, Mr. Wilks. 
_ Manly, an admirer of Lady Grace, Mr. Milli ſen, 
ir Francis Wronghead, a country I . -: 
rentleman, 8 try Mr. Cibber, ſen. 
Squire Richard, his fon, a mere whelp, Young Wetberelt. 
Count Baſſet, a gameſter, Mr. Bridgwater. 
John Moody, ſervant to Sir Francis, J Mr. ne. 
an honeſt clown, 1 . 


WO M E N. 


Lady Townly, immoderate in her ITT 
K 8 of pleaſures, e * den 
ady Grace, ſiſter to Lo only ; 

h of exem 1 * Mu. Porters 
Wronghead, wife to Sir Fran- 8 
4 inclin d to be a fine lady, : Mrs. 74 N 
Mis ep, her danghter, per and 51. Cl 
forward, | : 2 
Mrs Motherly, one that lets lodgings, Mrs, Moore. 
Myriilla, her niece, ſedueed by the} rg. Grace 
count, e i 


Mrs, Trufty, Lady Townly's woman, Mrs. Milli. | 
Maſqueraders, Conſtable, Servants, &c. 


The SCENE Lord gt Houſe, and 
ſometimes Sir Francis's Lodgings. 


THE 


U 


THE | 
PRovok'd HUSBAND; 
O R., | 
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Acre 


SCENE, Lord Townly's Apartment: 


Lord Townly, /olus. 


V HY did I marry -— Was it not evident, my 

plain, rational ſcheme of life was impracticable, 
with a woman of ſo different a way of thinking 
|; there one article of it, that ſhe has not broke in upon? 
——Yes,——let me do her juſtice——her reputation 
That -I have no reaſon to believe is in queſtion 
——but then how long her profligate courſe of pleaſures 
may make her able W it is a ſhocking queſ- 
tion! and her preſumption while ſhe keeps it. in- 
ſupportable! for on the pride of that ſingle virtue ſhe 
ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental point, that the 
free indulgence of every other vice, this fertile town af- 
fords, is the birth-right prerogative of a woman of 
quality——Amazing that a creature ſo warm in the 
purfuit of her pleaſures, ſhould never caſt one thought 
towards her happineſi——Thus, while ſhe 3 no 

. over, 


- 
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lover, ſhe thinks it a greater merit ſtill, in her chaſ. 
tity, not to care for her huſband; and while ſhe her- 
ſelf is ſolacing in one continual round of cards and good 
company, he, poor wretch ! is left, at large, to take 
care of his own contentment——*Tis time, indeed, ſome 
care were taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be——Yet let 
me not be raſh——Perhaps this diſappointment of my 
heart may make me too impatient ; and ſome tempers 
when reproached grow more untractable.— Here ſhe 
comes— Let me be calm a while. 


Enter Lady Townly. 


9 out ſo ſoon after dinner, Madam? | 
Lady Town. Lard, my Lord ! what can I poſlibly do 
at home? 

Lord Town. What does my ſiſter, Lady Grace, do at 
home ? | 

Lady Town. Why, that is to me amazing ! Have you 
ever any pleaſure at home! 

Lord Town, It might be in your power, Madam, I 

confeſs, to make it a little more comfortable to me. 
Lady Town. Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, 
you would really have a woman of my rank and ſpirit 
ſtay et home to comfort her huſband ! Lord! what no- 
tions of life ſome men have ! 

Lord Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome ladies 
notions full as extravagant? 

Lady Town. Yes, my. Lord, when the tame doves 
live cooped within the penn of your precepts, I do think 
'em prodigious indeed! 8 

Lord Town. And when they fly wild about this town, 
Madam, pray what muſt the world think of em then? 

Lady Town. Oh! this world is not ſo ill-bred as to 
quarrel with any woman for liking it. 

Lord Town. Nor am I, Madam, a huſband ſo well- 
bred, as to bear my wife's being ſo fond of it ; in ſhort, 
the life you lead, Madam—— | 

Lady Town. Is, to me. the pleaſanteſt life in the 
world. 

Lord Town. I ſhould not diſpute your taſte, Madam, 


if a woman had a right to pleaſe nobody but herſelf. 
| "0 Lady Town. 
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Lady Town, Why, whom would you have her pleaſe ? 
Lord Town. Sometimes her huſband, | 
Lady Town, And don't you think a huſband under 

the ſame obligation ? 

Lord Town. Certainly. 

Lady Town, Why then we are agreed, my Lord—For 
if 1 never go abroad *till I am weary of being at home 
——which you know is the caſe———is it not equally 
es "Hil not to come home till one's weary of being 
abroad ! | 

Lord Town. If this be your rule of life, Madam, tis 
time to aſk you one ſerious queſtion ? | 

Lady Town. Don't let it be long a coming then 
for I am in haſte, 

Lord Town, Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a 
ſerious anſwer, | 

Lady Town. Before I know the queſtion ? 

Lord Town, Plha——have I power, Madam, to make 
you ſerious by.intreaty ? 

Lady Tewn, You have. 

Lord Town, And you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely ? 

Lady Town. Sincerely. 

Lord Town, Now then recolle& your thoughts, and 
tell me feri»uſly, Why you married me? 

Lady Town. You inſiſt upon truth, you ſay ? 
| Lord Town, I think I have a right to it. 

Lady Tewn, Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
once, a proof of my obecience and ſincerity——1 
think I] married — to take off that reſtraint, that lay 
upon my pleaſures, while I was a ſingle woman. 

Lord Tæaon. How, Madam! is any woman under leſs 
reſtraint after marriage, than before it ? 

lady Town. O my Lord! my Lord ! they are quite 
different creatures! Wives have infinite liberties in life, 
that would be terrible in an unmarried woman to take. 

Lord Town. Name one. 

Lady Town, Fifty, if you pleaſe !——to begin then, 

in the morning A married woman may , + men 

at her toilet, invite them to dinner, appoint them a 

party, in a ſtage box at the play; ingroſs the conver- 

3 | ſation 


= 
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ſation there, call 'em by their chriſtian names; talk 
louder than the players ; From thence jaunt into 
the city——take a frolickſome ſupper at an India houſe 
perhaps in her gaiet# de cœur toaſt a pretty fellow 
hen clatter again to this end of the town, break with 
the morning, into an aſſembly, croud to the hazard. 
table, throw a familiar /evant upon ſome ſharp lurching 
man of quality, and if he demands his money, turn it 
off with a loud laugh, and cry you'll owe it him 

to vex him ! ha! hal | 

Lord Town. Prodigious ! | 222 

Lady Town; Thefe now, my Lord, are ſome few of 
the many modiſh amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the pri- 
vilege of a wife, from that of a ſingle woman. 

Lord Town. Death! Madam, what law has made theſe 
liberties leſs ſcandalous in a wife, than in an unmarried 
woman ? | 

Lady Town. Why, the ſtrongeſt law in the world, 
cuſtom —— cuſtom” time out of mind, my Lord. | 
Lord Town, Cuſtom, Madam, is the law of fools: 
but it ſhall never govern me. © 

Lady Teton. Nay, then, my Lord, 'tis time for me to 
obſerve the laws of prudence. jv 

Lord Town. I with I could ſee an inſtance of it. 

Lady Town, You ſhall have one this moment, my 
Lord; for I think, when a man begins to loſe his 
temper at home; if a woman has. any prudence, 
why ſhe'll' go abroad *till he comes to himſelf 
again. | © [Gomg, 

Lord Town. Hold, Madam—T am amazed you are not 
more uneaſy at the life we lead! You don't want ſenſe; 
and yet ſeem void of all humanity : for, with a bluſh l 
ſay it, I think, I have not wanted love. 

Lady Town. Oh!] don't ſay that, my Lord, if you ſup- 
poſe I have my ſenſes, 

Lord Town. What 1s it I have done to you ? what can 
you complain of ? 1 

Lady Town. Oh! nothing in the leaſt : Tis true, you 
have heard me fay, I have owed my Lord Lurcher an 
hundred pounds theſe three weeks but what then ? 


— —a huſband is not liable to his wife's debts of hon our, 
you 
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you know,——and if a filly woman will be uneaſy 
about money ſhe can't be ſued for, what's that to him? 
as long as he loves her, to be ſure ſhe can have nothing 
to complain of, 

Lord Town. By heaven, if my whole fortune thrown 


into your lap, could make 2 delight in the chearful 


duties of a wife, I ſhould 
purchaſe. a ; 

Lady Town. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not ſpend a 
ſhilling of it. 

Lord Tonen. No, Madam; were I maſter of your 
heart, your pleaſures would be mine; but different as 
they are, I'll feed even your follies to deſerve i. 
Perhaps you may have ſome other trifling debts of ho- 
nour abroad that keep you out of humour at home—— 
at leaſt it ſhall not be my fault, if I have not more of your 
company There, there's a bill of five hundred 
— and now, Madam i 

Lady Tewn. And now, my Lord, down to the ground 
I thank you Now am I convinc'd, were I weak 
enough to love this man, I ſhould never get a ſingle 
guinea from him.  [ Aprae. 

Lord Town. If it be no offence, Madam 

Lady Toxvn. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 
that harmony of ſpirits, it is impoſſible to put me out of 
humour, | 

Lord Town. How long then in reaſon do you think 
that ſum ought to laſt you ? | 

Lady Town. Oh, my dear, dear Lord! now you have 
ſpoiled all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for 
an event, that fo utterly depends upon fortune ? But 
to ſhew you that I am more inclined to get money, 
than to throw it away Il have a ſtrong prepoſſeſſion, 
= with this five hundred, I ſhall win five thou- 
and, 

Lord Jean. Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, 
it would be no ſatisfaction to me. 

Lady Tovn, O! the churl! ten thouſand ! what! not 
ſo much as wiſh 1 might win ten thouſand.— Ten 

Vor. II. . L thou- 


k myſelf a gainer by the 
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thouſand! O ! the charming ſum! what infinite pretty 
things might a woman of ſpirit do, with ten thouſand 
guineas ! O' my conſcience, if ſhe were a woman of true 
. {1pinit—ſhe—ſhe might loſe 'em all again, 

Lord Town. Ang I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Ma. 
dam; provided I could be ſure, that were the laſt you 
would loſe. | | | 

Lady 7own, Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign 
to play all the good houſe-wife I can; I am now go. 
ing to a party of Quadrille, only to piddle with a little 
of it at poor two guineas a fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of 
Quiteright. | [Exit Lady Townly, 

Lord Town. Inſenſible creature! neither reproaches, 
or indulgence, kindneſs or ſeverity, can wake her to 
the leaſt reflection! Continual licence has lull'd her 
into ſuch a lethargy of care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her 
exceſſes with the ſame eaſy confidence, as if they were 
ſo many virtues, What a turn has her head taken? 
— hut how to cure 1t— —I am afraid the phyſic 
muſt be ſtrong that reaches her — Lenitives, J ice, 
are to no purpoſe— take my friend's opinion — 
Manly will ſpeak freely —— my ſiſter with tenderneſs to 


both fides. They know my caſe I'll talk with 
em. a 


| Enter a Servant, 
Serv, Mr. Manly, my Lord has ſent to know, if your 
Lordſhip was at home. | 
Lord Town. They did not deny me? 
Serv. No, my Lord. 
Lord Teaun. Very well; ſtep up to my ſiſter, and ay, 
J deſire to ſpeak with her. 
Serv. Lady. G/ace is here, my Lord. [ Exit Serv, 
Enter I ady Grace. 
Lord Teawn. So, Lady fair; what pretty weapon have 
you been killing your time with ! 
Lady Grace. A huge folio that has almoſt killed me— 
I think I have half read my eyes out. | 
Lord Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt 
ter dinner, child. 


Lady G act. 
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Lady Grace. That's true, but any body's thoughts are 
better than always one's own, you know. 
Lord Town, Who's there ? 


Enter Serwant. 


Leave word at the door I am at home to nobody but 
Mr. Manly. „. 

Lady Grace. And why is he excepted, pray, my Lord ? 

Lord Town. I hope, Madam, you have no objection 
to his company ? 

Lady Grace. Your particular orders upon my being 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 

Lord Jeton. And your Ladyſhip's enquiry into the 
reaſon of thoſe orders, ſhews, at leaſt, it was not a 
matter indifferent to you! 

Lady Grace. Lord! you make the oddeſt conſtructi- 
ons, brother ! 

Lord Town. Look you my grave I ady Grace 
ene ſerious word — 1 wiſh you had him. 

Lady Grace. I can't help that. | 

Lord Town. Ha! you can't help it! ha! ha! The 
flat ſimplicity of that reply was admirable ! 

Lady Grace. Pooh ! you teize one, brother ! 

Lord Traun. Come, I beg pardon, child this 
is not a point, I grant you, to trifle-upon ; therefore, I 
hope you'll give me leave to be ſerious. 

Lady Grace, If you defire it, brother! though upon 
my word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious thoughts 
of me — I know nothing of it. | 

Lord Town, Well — —— there's nothing wrong, in 
vour making a doubt of at But, in ſhort, I bnd, by 
his converſation of late, that he has been looking round 
the world for a wife; and if you were to look round the 
world for a huſband, he's the firſt man 1 would give to 
you. 

Lady Grace. Then, whenever he makes me an offer, 
brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 


in 


Lord Tewn, O! that's the laſt thing he'll do; he'll- 


nerer make you an offer, till he's pretty ſure it won't be 


refus'd, 


L 2 Lady Grace. 
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Lady Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did 
he ever make an offer of that kind to you ? 

Lord Town, Not directly; but that imports nothing ; 
he is a man too well acquainted with the female word 
to be brought into a high opinion of any one woman 
without ſome well examined proof of her merit: Yet 
1 have reaſon to believe, that your good ſenſe, your 
turn of mind, and your way of life, habt brought him 
to ſo favourable a one of you, that a few 748 will 
reduce him to talk plainly to me : Which as yet, (not- 
withſtanding our friendſhip) I have neither declin'd nor 


encouraged him to. 

Lady Grace. I am mighty glad we are fo near in our 
way of thinking : For, to tell you the truth, he is much 
upon the ſame terms with me: You know he has a 
ſatirical turn; but never laſhes any folly, without givin 
due encomiums to its oppoſite virtue: and upon ack 
occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in turning his 
compliments upon me, which I don't receive, with 
any reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take them to myſelf. 
Lord Town. You are right, child, when a man of 
merit makes his addreſſes : good ſenſe may give him an 
anſwer, without ſcorn, or coquetry, | 

Lady Grace. Huth ! he's here 


Enter Mr. Manly. 


Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 

I ord Town, Dear Manly ! yours——1I was thinking 
to ſend to you. 

Man. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord ——— 
I ady Grace, I kiſs your hands !——What, only you 
two! How many viſits may a man make, before he 
falls into ſuch unfaſhionable company ? A brother and 
ſiſter ſoberly ſitting at home, when the whole town is a 
gadding ! I queſtion if there is ſo particular a Tere 4 
Tele, again, in the whole pariſh of St. James's, 

Lady Grace. Fy! fy! Mr. Manly,;; how cenfor.cus 
you are 
1 ar. had not made the reflexion, Madam, but hat 
I ſ.w you an exception to it - Where's my lady? 

1 ord Town, 
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Lord Town, That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 


Man. Then I won't try, my Lord 

Lord Town. But 'tis probable I may hear of her by 
that time I am four or five hours in bed. 

Man. Now, if that were my caſe, I believe I ſhould 
hut! beg pardon, my Lord. 

Lord Town, Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will 
oblige me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this head, I 
wanted to ſee you. . 

Man. Why, then, my Lord, fince you oblige me to 

roceed if that were my caſe I believe I 
ſhould certainly ſleep in another houſe, 

Lady Grace, How do you mean ? 

Man. Only a compliment, Madam. 

Lady Grace. A compliment ! 

Man, Yes, Madam, in rather turning myſelf out of 
doors than her, 

N oy Grace, Don't you think that would be going too 

r? l ; a 
Man, I don't know but it might, Madam; for in 
ſtrict juſtice, I think ſhe ought rather to go than J. 

Lady Grace. This is new doctrine, Mr. Manly 

Man. As old, Madam, as Lowe, Honour, and Obey “ 
When a woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, way 
ſhould a man balance any thing that's right. 

Lady Grace. Bleſs me, but this is fomenting things — 

Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſſary 
to diſpel tumours ; tho? I don't directly adviſe my Lord 
to do this—— This is only what, upon the ſame provo- 
cation, | would do myſelf. | 

Lady Grace. Ay | ay! You would do! Batchelors 
wives, indeed, are finely governed. 

Man, If the married mens were as well——TI am apt 
to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual plagues taking 
the air, in ſeparate coaches |! 

Lady Grace, Well ! but ſuppoſe it was your own caſe ; 
would you part with a wife becauſe ſhe now and then 
ſtays out, in the beſt company ? _ 

Lord Town, Well ſaid, Lady Grace! come, ſtand up 
for the privilege of your ſex ! This is like to be a warm 
debate! I ſhall edify. Man, 
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Man. Madam, I think a wife, after midnight, has n, 
occaſion to be in better company than her huſband ; and 
that frequent unreaſonable hours make the beſt company 
—— the word company ſhe can fall into. 

Lady Grace. But if people of condition are to kee 
company with one another; how is it poſſible to be done 
unleſs one conforms to their hours? : 

Van. 1 can't find that any woman's good breeding 
obliges ker to conform to other people's vices. | 

Lord T7 eur, I doubt, child, we are got a little on the 
wrong ſide of the queſtion. | 

Lady Grace. Why fo, my Lord? I can't think the 
caſe ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it——People of quality 
are not ty'd down to the rules of thoſe, who have their 
fortunes to make, 

Nan. No people, Madam, are above being ty'd down 
to ſome rules, that have fortunes to loſe. 

Lade Crace, Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my 
fide of the argument, you would be able to ſay ſomething 
more for it, 1 

Lord Jeroen. Well, what ſay you to that, Mazly ? 

Man. Why, troth, my Lord, I have e to 


Sol y Grace. Ay! that 1 would be glad to hear, now! 

] ord Town. Out with it ! | | 

Mar. Then in one word, this, my Lord, I have often 
thought that the miſ-conduft of my Lady has, in a 
* meaſure, been owing to your Lordſhip's treatment 
of ber. : 

| ady Grace. Bleſs me ! 

Lord Town, My treatment! | 

Man. Ay, my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her before mar- 
riage, that you even indulg'd her like a miſtreſs, after it; 
In thort, you continued the lover, when you ſhould have 
taken up the huſband. 2 

Lady Grace. O frightful! this is worſe than t'other! 
can a huſband love a wife too well! 

Man. As eaſy, Madam, as a wife may love her huſ- 
band too little, | 


Lord Town, So! you too are never like to agree, Ifind. 
b Lady Grace. 


. 


. 
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Lady Grace. Don't be poſitive, brother; —— I am 
afraid we are both of a mind already. | Aſde.] And do 
vou, at this rate, ever intend to be married, Mr. Manly? 
Man. Never, Madam; *till ]; can meet a woman that 
li es my doctrine. 

Lady Grace, Tis pity but your miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

Man. Pity me, Madam, when I marry the woman 
that won't hear it. 

Lady Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can't ſay that's me. 

| Aae. 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her WOT: 2 
than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; hav- 
ing ſuch entire poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not miſtreſs of her- 
ſelf! And, mercy on us! how many fine womens heads 
have been turn'd upon the ſame occaſion ! | 

Lord Teen. O Manly ! tis too true! there's the ſour © 
of my diſquiet! ſhe knows and has abuſed her power - 
Nay, 1 am ſtill ſo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) tis no: 
an hour ago, that in the midſt of my impatience—-L 
gave her another bill for five hundred to throw away, 

Man. Well — my Lord! to let you ſee J am ſome- 
times upon the fide of good nature, I won't abſolutely 
blame you; for the greater your indulgence, the more 
you have to reproach her with. 

Lady Grace. Ay, Mr. Manly ! here now, I begin to 
come in with you: Who knows, my Lord, you may 
have a good account of your kindneſs! - 

Man, That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend upon: 
But ſince you have had ſo much patience, my Lord, even 
go on withit a day or two more; and upon her Ladyſhip's 
next ſally, be a little rounder in your expoſtulation ; if 
thatdon't work drop her ſome cool hints of a determin'd 
reformation, and leave her to breakfaſt upon 'em. 

Lord Town, You are perfectly right! how valuable is 
a friend, in our anxiety ! | 

Man, Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg for the 
preſent, we may call another cauſe. 

20 Grace. Ay, for goodneſs ſake let's have dene 
with this. 

Lord Town, With all my heart. 

L 4 Lady Grace. 
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Lady Grace. Have you no news abroad, Mr. Manly ? 
Man. A propos —1I have ſome, Madam; and | be. 
lieve, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind 

Lord Toon. Pray let's have it. 

Man. Do you know that your country neighbour, and 

my wiſe kinſman, Sir Francis Wrenghead, is coming to 
town with his whole family? 

Lord Town. The fool ! what can be his buſineſs here ? 

Man, Oh! of the laſt importance, I'll aſſure you — 
No leſs than the buſineſs of the nation. 

Lord Town. Explain ! I 

Man. He has carried his eleftion——=—againft Sir 
Tohn Worthland. 

Lord Town. The Deuce! what! for — for 

Man. The famous borough of Guzz/edown / 

Lord Texun. A proper repreſentative, indeed. 

Lady Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him ? 

Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, when 1 was 
lat down with my Lord, at Bellmont. 

Lady Grace. Was not that he that got a little merry 
before dinner, and overſet the tea-table, in making his 
comphments to my Lady ? 0 

Man. The ſame, | | 

Lady Grace. Pray what are his circumſtances ? I know 
but very little of him. 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell 
you, Madam. His eſtate, if clear, | believe, might be 
a good two thouſand pounds a year: Though as it was 
left him, ſaddled with two jointures, and two weighty 
mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it is —— — 
But that he might be ſure never to mend it, he married 
a profuſe young huſſy, for love, without a penny of 
money !. Thus having, like his brave anceftors, pro- 
vided heirs for the ir (for his dove breeds like a 
tame pigeon) he now finds children and intereſt- money 
make ſuch a bawling about his ears, that at laſt he has 
taken the friendly * of his kinſman, the good Lord 
Danglecourt, to run his eſtate two thouſand pounds more 
in debt, to put the whole management of whats left into 

Paul Pillage's hands, that he may be at leiſure himſelf 
to retrieve his affairs by being a parliament-man. 


Lord 
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Lord Town. A moſt admirable ſcheme, indeed ! 
Man. And with this politic proſpect, he's now upon 


his journey to Lond, | 

Lord Town. What can it end in? 

Man, Pooh ! a journey into the country again. 

Lord Town. And do you think he'll fair, 'till his 
money's gone ? or at leaf till the ſeſſion is over? 

Man. If my intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't 
fit long enough to give his vote for a turnpike, 

Lord Town, How ſo ? 

Man, O! a bitter buſineſs ! he had ſcatce a vote, in 
the whole town, beſide the returning officer: Sir Jobn 
will certainly have it heard at the bar of the houſe, and 
ſend him about his buſineſs again. 

Lord Town, Then he has made a fine buſineſs of it 
indeed, 

Man. Which, as far as my little intereſt will go, ſhall 
be done in as few days as poſſible. ; 

Lady G. ace. But why would you ruin the poor gentle- 
m an's fortune, Mr. Manly ? | 

Man. No, Madam, I would only ſpoil his project. to 
fave his fortune. 

, Lap Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to de 
either ? 

Man, Why, I have ſome obligations to the family, 
Madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty eſtate, which Sir 
Francis was heir at law to : But— by his being 
2 booby, the laſt will of an obſtinate old uncle gave it 
io me. 


Euter a Servant. 


Serv. [to Man.] Sir, here's one of your ſervants from 
your houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Man, Will you give him leave to come in, my 
Lord ? 

Lord Town, Sir —-—the ceremony's of your own 


making, 


L 5 Tiber 
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Enter Manly*s Servant. 


_ . Man, Well, James ! what's the matter now 7 

James. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to town; he 
ſays Sir Francis, and all the family, will be here to-night 
and is in a great hurry to ſpeak with you. . 

Man. Where is he ? 

James. At our houſe, Sir: He has been gaping and' 
ſtumping about the ſtreets, in his dirty boots, and ak. 
ing every one he meets if they can tell him where he 
may have a good lodging for mon: man, till he 
can hire a handſome whole houſe for himſelf and family, 
for the winter, 

Man. I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon Mr. 
Mocdy. | 
* Lord Taten. Pr'ythee! let's have him here: he will 

wert us. 

Man. O my Lord | he's ſuch a cub ! Not but he's ſo 
near common ſenſe, that he paſſes for a wit in the family, 

Lady Grace. I beg of all things we may have him: 
am in love with Nature, let her dreſs be never ſo 
homely. 

Man. Then deſire him to come hither, James. 

[ Exit. James. 

I ady Grace, Pray what may be Mr. Moody's poſt ? 

Man., Oh! his Maitre 4 Hitel; his butler, his bailiff, 
his hind, his huntſman; and ſometimes — —his com- 
panion. r 

Lord Teen. It runs in my head, that the moment 
chis Knight has ſet him down in the houſe, he will get 
up, to give them the earlieſt proof of what importance 
he is to the public, in his own country. 

Man, Yes, and when they have heard him, he will 
End, that his utmoſt importance ftands valued at | 
fumetimes being invited to dinner. | 

Lady Grace. And her Ladyſhip will make as conſider- 
able a figure, in her ſphere too. keg, 

Man. That you may depend upon; for (if I don't 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the jade in her, than 


Die yet knows of; and ſhe will ſo improve in * 
oil, 
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foil, in a month, that ſhe will viſitall the ladies that will let 
her into their houſes ; and run in debt to all the ſhop- 
keepers that will let her into their books: In ſhort, before 
her important ſpouſe has made five pounds by his elo- 

uence at Weftminſter, ſhe will have loſt five hundred at 
* and Quad ille, in the pariſh of St. James's. 

Lord Town. So that, by that time he is declared un- 
duly elected, a ſwarm of duns will be ready for their 
money; and his worſhip will be ready for a jail. 

Man, Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the account 
of this hopeful journey to London But ſee, here comes 
the fore-horſe of the team ! | 


Enter John Moody. 


Oh! Honeſt John / | | 

Techn Moody. Ad's waunds and heart, Meaſter Manly / 
I'm glad I ha' fan ye, Lawd! lawd ! give me a buſs! 
Why that's friendly naw ! Fleſh! 1 thought we ſhould 
never ha' got hither! Well! and how d'yedo, Meatter ? 
-— Good lack! I beg pardon for my bauldneſs—— I did 
not ſee 'at his Honour was here. 

Lord Town, Mr. Moody. your ſervant ; I am glad to 
ſce you in London, | hope all the * well. 
Job Mocdy. Thanks be praiſed your honour, they are 
all in pretty good heart; thof? we have had a power of 
croſſes upo? the road. | 

Lady Grace, I hope my Lady has bad no hurt, Mr. 
Mecdy. 1 
John Moody. Noa, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip, ſhe was 
never in better humour: There's money enough Ring 
now. 

Man. What has been the matter, John ? 

John Moody. Why, we came up in ſuch a Furry, you 
mun think, that our tackle was not. ſo tight as it ſhould 
be. | 

Man. Come, tell us all Pray hew do they 
travel ? 

John Moody. Why, i'the awld. coach, Meaſter, and 
'cauſe my Lady loves to do things handſom, to be ſvre, 


ſhe would have a. couple of cart-horſes clapt ta th _ 
; 0 
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old geldings, that neighbours might ſee ſhe went up to 
Londen in her coach and fix! And fo Giles Foulter, the 
ploughman, rides poſtillion! 

Man. Very well! the journey ſets out as it ſhou!d do. 
Af] What, do they bring all the children with them 
too? | 

Job Macdy. Noa, noa, only the younk ſquoire, and 
Miſs Ferry. The other foive are all out at board, at 
half a crown a head, a week, with Joan Grow/e at 
Smoke-Dunghill farm. | 

Man. Good. agaie ! a right Zzgliþ academy for 
younger children ! | 

. Moody. Anon, Sir. [ Not underflanding him. 

dy Grace. Poor fouls ! What will become of 'em? 

John Moody. Nay, nay, for that matter, Madam, 
they are in very good hands: Fear loves 'em as thof” 
they were all her own ; For ſhe was wet- nurſe to every 
mother's babe of um — Ay, ay, they'll ne'er want for 
a full belly there ! 

Lady Grace. What ſimplicity ! 

Man. The Lud 'a mercy on all good folks! what 
work will theſe people make ! [ Holding up his hands. 

Lord Town. And when do you expect him here, John? 

Fohn Moody, Why we were in hopes to ha' come yeſ- 
terday, an“ it had no” been, that th* owld wheaze- 
belly horſe tir'd: And then we were ſo cruelly loaden, 
'that the two fore wheels came craſh ! down at once, in 
| Waggon-Rut Lane, and there we loſt four hours fore we 
could ſet things to rights again. 

4 Ma. So they bring all their baggage with the coach 
en? 

John Moody. Ay, ay, and good ſtore on't there is 
Wty my lady's geer alone were as much as fill'd four 
portmantel trunks, beſides the great deal- box, that heavy 
Ralph and the monkey fit upon behind. 

Lord Town, Lady Grace. and Man. Ha ! ha, ha! 

I aly Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many 
are they within the coach ? ; 

Fota Moody, Why there's my Lady and his Worſhip ; 
and the younk ſquoire, ar d Miſs Jenny, and the fat 7 

| og 
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dog, and my lady's maid, Mrs Hardy, and Doll Tripe 
the cook, that's all Only Doll puked a little with 
riding backward, ſo they hoiſted her into the coach- box 
— then her ſtomach was eaſy. 
Lady Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha ! #is | 
Jobn Mood, Then you mun think, meaſter, there was 
ſome ſtowage for the belly, as well as th' back too; 
ſuch cargoes of plumb-cake, and baſkets of tongues, and 
biſcuits and cheeſe, and cold boil'd beef — And then 
in caſe of ſickneſs, bottles of cherry-brandy, plague- 
water, ſack, tent and ſtrong- beer ſo plenty as made 
th' owld coach crack again! Mercy upon them ! and ſend 
'em all well to town, Fay. 

Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 

7ohn Mood. Ods bud! meaſter, you're a wiſe mon; 
and for that matter, ſo am I-—Whoam's whoam, I ſay : 
I'm ſure we got but little good, e'er fin' we turn*d our 
backs on't. Nothing but miſchief! Some Devil's 
trick or other plagued us, aw th' dey lung! Crack goes 
one thing: Bawnce ! goes another. Woa, ſays Roger 
——— Then ſouſe ! we are all ſet faſt in a ſlough, 
Whaw ! cries Miſs ! Scream go the maids ! and baw] ! 


juſt as thof” they were ſtuck ! and fo, mercy on us! this 


was the trade from morning to night, But my Lady 
was in ſuch a murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out ſhe 
would, thof”? I told her it was Childermas day. 

Man. Theſe ladies, theſe ladies, John 

John Mood. Ah, meaſter, 1 ha? ſeen a little of em; 
and I find that the bet ——when ſhe's mended, won't 
ha' much goodneſs to ſpare. 

Lord Town, Well faid, Jobn. Ha! ha! 

Max. I hope at leaſt that you and your good woman 
agree fill, 

Joln Mood, Ay! ay! much of a muchneſs. Fridget 
ſticks to me: Tho? as for her goodneſs —why, ſhe was 
willing to come to London too——But hawld a bit! 
Noa, noa, ſays I, there may be miſchief enough done 
without you. 


2 Man. 


[ Laughing, 


Man, Why that was bravely ſpoken, Jahn, — 


| 
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Tohn Mood. Ah, weaſt heart, were Meaſter but hawf 
the Mon that I am Ods wookers ! thof' he'll 
ſpeak ſtawtly too ſometimes — But then he conno!' 
hawld it——no! he conno'“ hawld it. 

Lord Town. Lady Grace. Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

John Mod. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam! 
th' Coach will be coming every hour naw but 
Meaſter charg'd me to find your Worſhip out; for he 
has hugey buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 
upon you, by that time he can put on a clean neckcloth, 
Man. O John! I'll wait upon him. 

Fohn Mood, Why you wonno' be ſo kind, wull ye? 

Man. It you'll tell me where you lodge. | 

Jobn N ood. Juſt i th' ſtreet next to where your Worſhip 
dwells, the ſign of the Golden Ball — — It's Gold all 
over; where they ſell ribbands and flappits, and other 


ſort of geer for Gentlewomen, 


Man. A Milliner's ? 
Jobn Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly : Waunds! ſhe 


has a couple of clever girls there ſtitching i'th' fore- 
room. . 

Man. Yes, yes, ſhe's a woman of buſineſs, no 
doubt on't Who recommended that houſe to you, 
Fohn ? | 

Jobn Mood. The greateſt good fortune in the world, 
ſure! For as I was gaping about itreets, who ſhould 
look out of the window there, but the fine Gentleman, 
that was always riding by our Coach fide, at York Races 
—— Count — Baer; ay, that's he. 

Man. Baſſet? Oh, I remember; 1 know him by 
fight, : 

2 Mood. Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, 
to ſee to bly 

Man As any ſharper in town, ; 22 

Jobn Mood. At York, he us d to breakfaſt with my Lady 
every morning. ; 
Man. Ves, yes, and I ſuppoſe her I adyſhip will re- 
turn his compliment here in town, [ Afade. 

Jobn Mood. Well, Meaſter 
Lord Town, My Service to. Sir Francis, and my Lady, 


vn - | Lady 
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Lady Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Maody. 

John Mood. Ay, your honors, they'll be proud on't, 
J dare ſay. | $7 

Man. Ill bring my compliments myſelf: So, honeſt 

obn. 
7 John Mood. Dear Meaſter Manly the goodneſs of 
goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you, [Exit John Moody. 

Lord Town, What a natural creature *tis ! 

Lady Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a wet 
afternoon in the country, muſt be very good company, 

Lord Town. O! the Treamentane If this were known 
at half the gzadrille-tables in town, they would lay down 
their cards to laugh at you. | 

Lady Grace. And the minute they took them up again 
they would do the ſame at the loſers———But to let 
you ſee, that I think good company may ſometimes 
want cards to keep them together : what think you if we 
three ſat ſoberly N to kill an hour at Ombre? 

Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. | 

Lady Grace. No matter! I fhall have as much advan- 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. 

Lord Town. Say you ſo, Madam? Have at you then! 
Here! get the ozbre-table, and cards. 

| [Exit Lord Townly. 

Lady Grace. Come, Mr. Many —— I know you 
don't forgive me now ! 

Man. I don't know whether I ought to forgive your 
thinking ſo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 
paſs my time ſo agreeably ? 

I ady Grace. Pm ſorry my Lord is not here to take 
ſhare of the compliment But he'll wonder what's 
become of ns ! 

Man. Fl follow in a moment, Madam 
[Exit Lady Grace. 
t muſt be ſo———<he ſees 1 love her———yet with 
what unoffending decency ſhe avoids an explanation! 


How amiable is every hour of her conduct? What a 


vile opinion have I had of the whole ſex, for theſe ten 
years paſt, which this ſenſible creature has recovered 
in leſs than one? Suclr a companion, ſure, might com- 

penſate 


* 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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nſate all the irkſome diſappointments, that pri 
folly and falſhood ever gave me! BEN” I . 


Could women regulate, like her, their lives, 

What Halczon days were in the gift of wives! 

Vaan rovers, then, might envy what they hate ; 

And only fools would mock the married ſtate, [ Exit. 
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ACT H SeENE L. 


Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 
Enter Count Baſſet and Mrs, Motherly. 


Count 52.1 TELL you there is not ſuch a family in 

| England, for you | do you think 1 would 
have gone out of your lodgings for auy body, that was 
not ſure to make you eaſy for the winter? 

Meth. Nay, I fee nothing aþainſt it, Sir, but the 
gentleman's being a parhament man : and when people 
may, as it were, think one impertinent, or be out of 
humour, you know, when a body comes to aſks for one's 
OWN——— | 

Count Baſ. Pſha! Pr'ythee never trouble thy head 
His pay is as good as the bank —— Why, he has above 
two thouſand a year 

Meth. Alas-a-day ! that's nothing: Your people of 
mo thouſand a year, have ten thouſand things to do 
with it. | 

Count Ba/. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of 
your money ; what do you think of going a little with 
me, Mrs. Motherly ? 


Moth, As how? | 
Count Baſ. Why I have a game in my head, in which, 


if you'll croup me that is, help me to play it, you ſhall 
go five hundredto nothing, | Wie 
Mol. 
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Meth. Say you fo ? —— Why then, I go, Si 


and now pray let's ſee your game. 
Count Ba/. Look you, in one word my cards lie thus 


—When I was down this ſummer at York, I happened 


to lodge in the ſame houſe with this Knight's lady, that's 
now coming to lodge with you. 

Meath, Did you fo, Sir? | 

Count Ba/. And ſometimes had the honour to break. 
faſt, and paſs an idle hour with her 

Meth. Very good ; and here I ſuppoſe you would have 
the impudence to ſup, and be buſy with her, 

Count Ba/. Pſha! pr'ythee hear me 

Moth. Is this your game? I would not give ſixpence 
for it! What, you have a paſſion for her pin-money—— 
no, no, country ladies are not ſo fluſh of it. 

Count Ba/. Nay, if you won't have patience— — 

Moth. One had need of a great deal, I am ſure. to 
hear you talk at this rate! Is this your way of making 
my poor Myrtilla ealy ? 


Count Baſ. Death! I ſhall do it full, if the woman 


will but let me ſpeak —— 
Math. Had not you a letter from her this morning? 
Count Baf. I have it here in my pocket this is it. 


[ Shewws it, and puts it up again. 


Moth, Ay, but I don't find you have made any anſwer 
to it. 


Count Baſ. How the devil can I, if you won't hear me 


Moth, What! hear you talk of another woman? 


Count Ba/. O lud! O lud! I tell you, Pll make her 


fortune 'Ounds ! Ill marry her. 

Math. A likely matter ! if you would not do it when 
ſhe was a maid, your ſtomach is not ſo ſharp ſet now, I 
preſume. 


Count Ba/. Hey day! why your blood begins to turn, 


my dear! the devil! you did not think 1 propoſed to 


marry her myſelf ! 


Moth. If you don't, who the devil do you think will 


marry her ? | 
Count Ba. Why, a fool — 
Moth. Humph ! there may be ſenſe in that—— 


Count Ba/. Very good One for t'other then; if I 
| ] can 


| 
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can help her to a huſband, why ſhould not you come 
into my ſcheme of helping me to a wife ? | 
Meth. Your pardon, Sir! ay ! ay! in an honourable 
affair, you know you may command me but pray 
where 1s this blefſed wife and huſband to be had ? 
Count Ba/. Now have a little patience=—You muſt 
know then, this country Knight, and his lady, bring up, 
in the coach with them, their eldeſt ſon and a 4 fac 
to reach them ta——watſh their faces, and turn their 
toes out, 
Meth. Good! | 
Count Ba. The ſon is an unlick'd whelp, about fix- 
teen, juſt taken from ſchool ; and begins to hanker after 
every wench in the family : The daughter much of the 
ſame age, a. pert, forward huſſy, who having eight 
thouſan pound left her by an old doating grandmother, 
' ſeems to have a deviliſh mind to be doing in her way 
toO, | ; 
—_— And your deſign is to put her into buſineſs for 
ife ? 
Count Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we 
entlemen whoſe occafional chariots roll, only, upon the 
Pur aces, are liable ſometimes you know, to have a wheel 
aut of order: Which, I confeſs, is ſo much my caſe at 
preſent, that my dapple greys are reduced to a pair of 
_ ambling chairmen : Now, if with your affiſtance, I can 
whip up this young jade into a hackney-coach, I may 
chance, in a day or two after, to carry her in my own 
chariot en ſamille, to an opera, Now what do you ſay 
to me? 
- Meth. Why, I ſhall not ſleep — for thinking of it. But 
' how will you prevent the family's ſmoaking your deſign ? 
Count Ba/. By renewing my addreſſes to the mother. 
Math. And how will the daughter like that, think you? 
7 Ba. Very well —hilſt it covers her own 
affair, P 
Moth. That's true ——it muſt do —— but, as you ſay, 
one for t'other, Sir, I ſtick to that—if you don't do my 
niece's buſineſs with the ſon, I'll blow you with the 
daughter, depend upon't. 
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Count Baſ. It's a bett—pay as we go, I tell you, and 
the five hundred ſhall be ſtaked in a third hand. | 

Math. That's honeſt 
fall we let her into the ſecret ? 

Count Baſ. Time enough ! may be I may touch upon it. 


Enter Myrtilla. 


Moth. So, niece, are all the rooms done out, and the 
beds ſheeted ? | 

Myr. Yes, Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the lad: 
always burns wax, in her own chamber, and we hav: 
none in the houſe. | 

Math. Odſo! then I muſt beg your pardon, Cowat ; 
this is a buſy time, you know, [Exit Mis, Motherly, 

Count Ba. Myrtilla ! how doſt do, child? 

Myr. As well as a loſing gameſter can. 

Count Baſ. Why, what have you loſt ? 

Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, 


you that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better 


for't. ; 
Count Baſ. Why child, doit thou ever ſee any body over- 
joyed for winning a deep ſtake, fix months after tis over 
Mr. Would 1 had never play'd for it! 
Count Baſ. Pſha! Hang theſe melancholy thoughts 
we may be friends ſtill, | | ; 
Myr. Dull ones. | 
Count Ha. Uſeful ones perhaps ſuppoſe I ſhould 
help thee to a good huſband ? | X 
Myr. I ſuppoſe you think any one good enough that 
will take me off your hands. | 
Count Ba. What do you think of the young country 
'Squire, the heir of the family, that's coming to lodge 


here ? 


Myr, How ſhould I know what to think of him? 

Count Baſ. Nay, I only give you the hint, child; it 
may be worth your while, at leaft, to look about you 
Hark! what buſtle's that without. 


Enter Mr. Motherly. in bale. 


Moth. Sir! Sir! the gentleman's coach is at the | 


door! they are all come «Count 


Bat here comes my niece !* 


- . OS 
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Count Pa/. What, already? 

Meath. They 1 getting out !—— won't you ſtep 
and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Niece! [ 
muſt run and receive them. [Exit Mrs. Motherly, 

Count Ba/. And think of what I told you [ Exit Count. 

Myr. Ay | ay! you have left me enough to think of, as 
long as I live — a faithleſs fellow] I'm ſure ] have been 
true to him; and for that very reaſon, he wants to be 
rid of me: But while women are weak, men will be 
rogues ! And for a bane to both their joys and ours; 
when our vanity indulges them, in ſuch innocent favours 
as make them adore us ; we can never be well, *till we 
grant them the very one, that puts an end to their de- 
votion—But here comes my aunt, and the company. 


Mr:. Motherly returns ſhewing in Lady Wronghead, 
led by Count Baſſet. 


. Moth, If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this par- 
lour, Madam, only for the preſent, *till your ſervants 
have got all your things in. 

Lady Wreng. Well dear Sir, this is ſo infinitely oblig- 
ing -] proteſt it gives me pain tho” to turn you out of 
your lodging thus ! 

Count Ba/. No trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we ſingle 
fellows are ſoon moy'd ; beſides, Mrs. Motherly's my old 
acquaintance, and I could not be her hindrance, 

Math. The Count is fo well bred, Madam, I dare ſay 
he would do a great deal more, to accommodate your 
Ladyſhip. 

Lady V rong. O dear Madam! A good well bred 
ſort off woman. [ Jpart to the Count. 

Count Ba/. O Madam, ſhe is very much among peo- 
ple of quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her houſe. 

Lady Wrong. Are there a good many people of quality 
in this ſtreet, Mrs, Motherly ? 

Moth. Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a houſe without them. 

Lady Wrong. I am mighty glad of that: for really I 
os people of quality ſhould always live among one 
ano er. 


Count 
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Count Ba. *Tis what one would chooſe indeed, 
Madam, 4 SY, 

Lady Wreng. Bleſs me! but where are the children all 
this while ? | 

Meth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking care of 
them. | 

Sir Fran. ſwithin] Jobn Moody ſtay you by the coach, 
and ſee all our things out—Come, children, 

Math. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Mj/ Jenny. 


Sir Fran, Well, Count! I mun ſay it, this was koynd, 
indeed ! | 

Count Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you 
welcome to London. | 

Sir Fran, Pſha ! how doſt do, mon-——waunds, I'm 
glad to ſee thee ! A good ſort of a houſe this ! 

Count Ba/. Is not that maſter Richard? 

Sir Fran, Ey! ey! that's young hopeful 
doſt not baw, Dick ? 

Squ. Rich. So I do, feyther. 

Count Ba/. Sir I'm glad to ſee you] proteſt 
Mrs. Jane is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her. 

Sir Fran, Come forward, Jenny. | 

Jenny. Sure, papa, do you think I don't know how to 
behave myſelf ? 

Count Ba/. If I have permiſſion to approach her, Sir 
Francis, 

Jenny. Lord, Sir, I'm in ſuch a frightful pickle 
[ Salute, 

Count Ba/. Every dreſs that's proper muſt become 
you, Madam, — you have been a long journey. 
b Jenm. | hope you will ſee me in a better, to-morrow, 

Ir, 

Lady Wrong whiſpers Mrs, Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 

Meth, Only a niece of mine, Madam, that lives with 
me: ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any aſſiſt- 
ance in her power, 

Lady Wrong, A pretty ſort of a woman, ———— 
Jenny, you two muſt be acquainted. 


why 
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Jenny. O, Mama! I am never ſtrange, in a ſtran 
Place ! Salute, Myrtilla, 
Myr. You do me a great deal of honour, Madam 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's welcome to London. 
Jeimv. Mama! 1 like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd me 
my Ladyſhip. 4 85 
Squ. Rich. Pray mother, mayn't I be acquainted with 
her too! 
Lady Mrong. You, you clown ! ſtay 'till you! 
little 2 breedin brit. | 4 topo hg 
Sir Fran, Od's heart! my Lady Mrongbead ! wh 
n balk the lad ? how ſhould he ror — breeding, i 
e does not put himſelf forward ? 
Squ. Rich. Why ay, feather, does moather think at 
I'd be uncivil to her? | 
Myr. Maſter has ſo much good-humour, Madam, he 
would ſoon gain upon any — [ He Lie Myr. 
Squ. Rich. Lo? you there, Moather : and you would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough, 
Lady Wrong. Why, how now, firrah ! Boys muſt not 
be ſo familiar. 5 
Squ. Rich. Why, an' 1 know nobody, haw the mur- 
rain mun I paſs my time here, in a ſtrange place ? Naw 
you and I and ſiſter, forſooth, ſometimes in an afternoon 
moy play at one and thirty bone-ace, purely. 
Jenny. Speak for yourſelf, Sir! D'ye think J play at 
ſuch clowniſh games? | 
Squ. Rich. Why and you woant yo? ma' let it aloane; 
then ſhe, and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at All fours, 
without you. 
Sir Fran, Noa! Noa! Dick, that won't do neither; 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child, 
Myr. If Maſter pleaſes, Ill ſhew it him. 
Squ. Rich. What! the Humber“ Hoy day! why does 
our River run to this Tawn, Feather ? 
Sir Fran. Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a geam at 
cards, that the better ſort of people play three together at. 
Squ. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay ; but 
Siſter is always ſo croſs grain'd ——— | 
Jimny, | ord! this Boy is enough to deaf people 


and one has really been ſtuft up in a Coach ſo 8 
at 
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that——— Pray Madam could not I get a little 
wder for my hair ? | 

Mir. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 

[Exeunt Myr. and Jenny, 
$4u, Rich. What, has Siſter ta'en her away naw ! meſs, 
I'll go and have a little game with 'em. [Ex. after them. 

Lady Wrong. Well, Count, I hope you' won't fo far 
change your lodgings, but you will come, and be at 
home here ſometimes ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of 
mutton with us, naw and tan, when thouh'ſt nowght 
to do. | 

Count Ba/. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find ll make 
but very little ceremony, 

Sir Fran, Why ay naw, that's hearty ! 

Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh yourſelf, 
with a diſh of tea, after your fatigue ? I think I have 
pretty. good, 

Lady Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ; but I be- 
lieve we had beſt have it above ſtairs. 

Meth, Very well, Madam: it ſhall be ready imme- 
diately. Exit. Mrs. Motherly. 

Lady Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Moody! : 

Count Ba/. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 

Lady I/Teng. Lard! don't mind him! he will come if 
he likes it. * 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay! ne'er heed me I ha* things 
10 look after, [Exeunt Lad y Wrong and Count Baſ. 


Enter John Moody. 


John Moody. Did you Worſhip want muh? 

vir Fran, Ay, is the coach clear'd? and all our 
things in ? | 

John Moody. Aw but a few band-boxes, and the nook 
that's left o'th' gooſe poy———But a plague on him, 
tht Monkey has gin us the ſlip, I think A ſuppoſe 
he's goon to ſee his relations ; for here looks to be a 
power of *um in this town— but heavy Ralph is 
ſcawer'd after him 8 
ir ran. Why, let him go to the Devil! no matter, 
and 
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and the hawnds had had him a month — 
but I wiſh the coach and horſes were at lat to th 
Inn! This is a ſharp tawn, we mun look about u; 
here, oh, therefore I would have you go alung with 
Roger, and ſee that nobody runs away with them Defore 
they pf to their ſtable. | 

John Moody. Alas-a-day, Sir: I believe our awld cattle 
woant yeaſily be run away with to-night but howſom. 
dever, we'ſt ta' the beſt care we can of um, poor ſawls, 

Sir Francis, Well, well! make haſt then=— - | 

[ Moody goes out, and returns, 

John Moody. Ods Fleſh ! here's Maſter Mon/y come to 
wait upo' your Worſhip ! | | 

Sir Fran, Wheere is he? 

Jobn Moed. Juſt coming in at threſhould. 

Sir Fran, Then goa about your Buſineſs. [ Ex. Moody, 

Enter Manly. 
Couſin Monl. Sir, I am your very humble ſervant, 

Man. I heard you were come, Sir Francis—and— 

Sir Frau. Odſheart! this was ſo kindly done of you naw, 

Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin ! for I con- 
feſs, I ſhould haye been better-pleas'd to have ſeen you 

in any other place. | | 

Sir Fran, How ſoa, Sir ? | 

Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake : I'm not concern'd. 
Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin! thof' I know you wiſh 
me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch _ 
weighty reaſons for what I have done, that you will 
By, ir, this is the wiſeſt Journey that ever I made in 
m . | 

Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin ; for I believe, 
you will find it the moſt expenſive one—your Election 

did not coſt you a trifle, | ſuppoſe. 

Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That—that did lick a 
little ; but if a man's wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd yet that 
I'm a fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick one's ſelf 
whole again. | 

Man. Nay if you have that ſecret ——— 
dir Fran. Dowt you be fearful, Couſin———you'll 
iind that I know ſomething. 1 

an. 
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Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 


glad to know it too. 

Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a friend in a corner, 
that has let me a little into what's what, at We/tminſter 
that's one thing. 

Man. Very well! but what good is that to do you? 

Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other 
folks? | 

Man. Other people, I doubt, have the advantage of 
different qualifications, 

Sir Fran, Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that I 
have lived all my days 1'the country — what then 
I'm o'the Quorum I have been at Seffions, and I 
have made Speeches there! ay, and-at Veſtry too 
and may hap they may find here. — that I have 
brought my tongue up to town with me! D*ye take 
me, naw ? 

Man. If I take your caſe right, Couſin; I am afraid 
the firſt occaſion you will have for your eloquence here, 
will be, to ſhew that you have any right to make uſe 


of it at all, 


dir Fran, How d'ye mean? 

Man, That Sir John Worthland has lodg'd a Petition 
againſt you, 

Sir Fran, Petition! why ay! there let it he——we'll 
find a way to deal with that, I warrant you !——why, 
you forget, Couſin, Sir John's o'the wrung fide, Mon. 

Man. I doubt Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
ſervice ; for in caſes very notorious (which I take yours 
to be) there is ſuch a thing as a ſhort day, and diſ- 
patching them immediately. | | 

Sir Fran, With all my heart! the fooner I ſend him 
home again the better, 

Man, And this is the ſcheme you have laid down, to 
zepair your fortune? | 

Sir Fran. In one word, Couſin, I think it my duty! 
the Wrongheads have been a confiderable Family, ever 
ſince Expland was England; and ſince the World knows 
J have talents where withal, they ſhan't ſay it's my 
fault, if I don't make as good a figure as any that ever 
were at the head on't» | 
Vor. IL Man. 
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Man. Nay! this project, as you have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe 
five hundred years. | | 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap ! 
hav'n't told you all, neither — é 

Man, You aſtonith me! what! and is it full as pragi. 
cable as what you have told me! | 

Sir Frau. Ay! thof' I ſay it every whit, Couſin ? 
you'll find that I have more irons i'the fre than one! ! 
doan't come of a fool's errand ! 

Man Very welL | h 

Sir Fran, In a word, my wife has got a fiiend at 
Court, as well as myſelf, and her daughter Jenny is naw 
pretty well grown up 

Man. [ Afde.) — And what in the Devil's name 
would he do with the Dowdy ?. | 

Sir Fran. Naw, if 1 doan't lay in for a huſband for 


her, mayhap this Tawn, the may be looking out for 
her telt | 


Man. Not unlikely. | 
Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome thoughts .of getting 
her to be Maid of Honour. 

Man. [ Afide.] — Oh! he has taken my breath away! 
but J muſt hear him out Pray, Sir Francis, do you 
think her education has yet qualified her for a Court ? 

Sir Fran, Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, 
it's true! but ſhe has tongue enough: She woan't be 
daſht! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and 
that will ſoon teach her how to ſtond ſtill, you know. 

Man, Very well ; but when ſhe is thus accompliſh'd, 
you muſt ſtill wait for a vacancy. | | 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good chance for that 
every day, Couſin ! For if I take it right, that's a poſt, 
that folks are not more willing to get into, than they 
are to get out of—It's like an Orange-tree, upon that 
accawnt——it will bear bloſſoms, and fruit that's ready 
to drop, at the ſame time, | | 

Man, Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make 
gocd your pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, 
and my young Coufins ? I ſhould be glad to ſee them 

109, 7 | 
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Sir Fran, She is but juſt taking a iſh of tea with the 
Count, and my Landlady— ' call her dawn, 

Man, No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, | ſhall call again. 

Sir Fran, Ods-heart! but you mun fee her naw, 
Couſin ; what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! 
Here! Sweet-heart! [To 4 Servant without] 
pr ythee deſire my Lady, and the Gentleman to come 
down a bit; tell her here's Couſin Mandy come to wait 

on her. 

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be? 

Sir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's 
Count Baſet. 

Man. Oh! is it he? —Your Family will be infinitely 

happy in his acquaintance, 
Sir Frax. Troth! I think ſo too: He's the civileſt 
Man that ever I knew in my life — why ! here he 
would go out of his own lodging, at an hour's warn- 
ing, purely to oblige my family. Wasn't that kind, 
naw ? g 

Mon. Extremely civil- the Family is in admirable 
hands already. 

Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him hugely—all the 
time of Toe Races, ſhe would never be without him, 

Man. That was happy, indeed ! and a prudent Man, 
you know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may 
have innocent company, 

Sir Fran, Why ay! that's it! and I think there could 
not be ſuch another, 

Man, Why truly, for her purpoſe, I think not. 

Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he- he ftonds a leetle 
too much upon ceremony ; that's his fault, 

Man, O never fear! he'll mend that every day 
Mercy on us! what a head he has! 

Sir Fran, So! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. Motherly, 


Lady Wrong. Couſin Manly / this is infinitely oblig- 
ing! 1 am extremely glad to ſee you. 
Man. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam ; I am 


glad to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your 


Journey, 
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Lady Wrong. Why really! coming to London is apt to 
put a little mote life in one's looks. 

Man. Yet the way of living here, is very apt to 
deaden the complexion——— and give me leave to tel] 
you, as a friend, Madam, you are come to the worſt 
place in the world, for a good woman to grow bet. 
ter in. 

Lady Wrong. Lord, Couſin ! how ſhould people ever 
make any figure in life, that are always moap'd up in 
the country ? | 

Count B. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the thing 
in a quite right light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your 
humble Servant — a hem. 

Man. Familiar Puppy. [A fal. ] Sir, your moſt obe- 
dient Il muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my ſuſ- 
picion of him. [ Afide, 

Count Ba/. Was you at hite's this morning, Sir: 

Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt call'd in, 

Count Ba/. Pray — what—was there any thing done 
there ? 

Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the ſame daily carcaſes, 
and the ſame crows about them, 7-5 

Count Ba. The Demoivre-Baronet had a bloody 
tumble yeſterday. 

Man. I hope, Sir, you had your ſhare of him. 
Count Bo/. No, faith! I came in when it was all 
over I think I juſt made a couple of Bets with 
him, took up a cool hundred, and ſo went to the King's 
u,. , 


Lady Wrong, What a genteel, eaſy manner he has! 
[ H/ede, 


Man. A very hopeful acquaintance I have made 
here, | [ Hide, 


Enter Squire Richard, with a wet brown Paper on his 
face. 
Sir Fran. How naw, Dick “ what's the matter with 


thy forehead, Lad? 
Squ. Rich. | ha' popes a knuck vpon't. 
Lady Mrong. And how did you come by it, you heed- 


leſs | 2 
leſs creature * . | Squ. Rich, 
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Squ. Rich, Why, I was but running after ſiſter, and 


t'other young woman, into a little room juſt naw ; and 
ſo with that, they flapt the door full in my feace, and 
gave me ſuch a whurr here — I thought they had beaten 
my brains out! ſo | gut a dab of wet brown paper here, 
to ſwage it a while. | 

Lady Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you 
never have done with your horſe-play ? | 

Sir Fran, Pooh! never heed it, Lad! it will be well 
by to-morrow — the Boy has a ſtrong head! 

Man. Yes, truly, his ſkull ſeems to be of a comfor- 
table thickneſs. [ Hfde. + 
Sir Fran, Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly——Sir, 
this is your God-ſon, 4 
Lady Wrong. Oh! here's my daughter too. 


Enter Mi's Jenny. 


Squ. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther! I crave leave to 
aſk your bleſſing. 

Man. Thou haſt it, Child — and if it will do thee 
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a 
man as thy father. | 
x Wrong. Miſs Jenny! don't you ſee your couſin, 

id ? 

Man. And for thee, my pretty Dear | Salutes 
ber,] may'ſt thou be, at leaſt, as good a woman as th 


mother. 
enny. I with T may ever be ſo handſome, Sir. 


Man, Hah ! Miſs Pert! Now that's a thought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the girl on this fide 
Highgate. 22 

Sir Fran. Her tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 

Lady Wrong. That's only from her country education, 
Sir Francis, You know ſhe has been kept too long there 
———-ſo I brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little 
more reſerve and modeſty, 

Man. O, the beſt place in the world for it—every 
woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of 1tt———- 
There's the good gentlewoman of the houſe, looks 
like a knowing perſon ; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo 


gcod as to ſhew her a little London behaviour, 
M 3 Meth, 
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Meth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of my 
inſtructions. 


Man. That I dare fay : What thou can'ſt teach her, 
ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. Hat. 

Meth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her 
ſervice, 

Lady Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly, 

Sir Fran. Very kind and civil, truly——I think we 
are got into a mighty good hawſe here. 

Man. O yes, and very friendly company. 

Count Ba/. Humh ! I'gad 1 don't like his looks—-he 
ſeems a little ſmoky—1 believe I had as good brufh 
off——If I ſtay, I don't know but he may aſk me ſome 
odd queſtions, | 


Man. Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the family 

Count Ba. It's very true, Sir I was juſt thinking of 
going He don't care to leave me, I ſee : But it's no 
matter, we have time enough. [ 4/ide.} And ſo Ladies, 
without ceremony, your humble Servant. 

| [Exit Count Baſſet, and drops a Letter, 

Lady Wreng. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux 

III lay my life, but this is no place to examine it. 

| [Puts it in her Pocket, 
Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin ? VLG 
Mar. Ol my Lady muſt have a great many affairs 
upon her hands, after ſuch a journey. 

Lady Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much 
-lefs every day, while I ſtay in this town, of one ſort 
or other. 

Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want employment 
here, Madam. . 

Jenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. 

Man. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young Miſ- 
treſs. 

Jenny. I hope not, Sir. | a 

Man. Ha! Miſs Mettle ! —— Where are you going 
Sir ? 

Sir Fran, Only to ſee you to the door, Sir. ; 
Man, Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with- 
out ceremony. Sir 


SIT 
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Su Fran, Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will have me 
your humble Servant. {Exit Manly. 

Jenny. This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be but of 
an odd ſort of a cruſty humour=—1 don t like him half 
fo well as the Count. 

Sir Fran, Poch ! that's another thing, Child 
Couſin is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt 


always be civil to him, for he has a deal of money; and 


no bedy knows who he may give it to. 

Lady Meng. Pſhah; a fig for his money, you have 
ſo many projects of late * money, ſince you are 
2 Parliament Man: What! we muſt make ourſelves 
ſiwves to his 1mpertinent humours, eight, or ten years 
perhaps, in hopes to be his heirs, and then he will be 
juſt old enough to marry his maid, 

Meth. Nay, for that matter, Madam, tlie town ſays 
he is going to be married already. | 

Sir Fran. Who? Coulin Manly ? 

Lady Wrong, To whom, pray? 

Moth. Why, is it poflible your Ladyſhip ſhould know 
nothing of it!— to my Lord Townly's ſiſter, L dy 
Grace, , 

Lady Wrong. Lady Grace ? 

Mob. Dear Madam, it has been in the New-Papers ! 

Lady V rong. I don't like that neither, 4 

Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't 
be true, 3221.90 = , 

Lady Wrong. [ Aide.) If it is not too far gone; at 
leaſt ĩt may be worth one's while to throw a rub in his 
way. 1 | 
' os Rich, Pray, Feyther, haw lung wWill it be to 


* 


ſupper? 


Sir Fran. Odſo ! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, 
and aſk what ſhe can get us ? 1 f 

Moth, If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one oi my maids 
to ſhew her where ſhe may have any thing you have a 
mind to. | | 

Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 

Squ. Rich. Ods-fleſh ! what, is not it the hawſe yet 
——1I ſhall' be famiſht—— but howld! I'll go and aſx 
Doll, an there's none o'the gooſe poy left. : 

M 4 Sir 
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Sir Fran. Do ſo, and do'ſt hear, Dick ſee if 
there's e'er a bottle o'th' ſtrong beer that came ity 
coach with us—— if there be, clap a toaſt in it, and 
bring it up. 
Squ. Rich. With a little nutmeg and ſugar, ſhawn't J, 
Feyther ? ; 
Sir Fran. Ay! ay! as thee and I always drink it for 
. breakfat—Go thy ways! and I'll fill a pipe i'th' 
mean while. [Takes one from a Pocket-Caſe, and fills 
it. 1 [Exit Syu. Rich. 
ady Wrong, This Boy is always thinking of his belly! 
Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow him to be a 
little hungry after his journey. 
Lady Vrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way — 
He has been cramming in or out of the coach all this 
day I am ſure — I wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quay 
ter as much. | a 
Jenny. O for that I could eat a great deal more, 
Mamma; but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like 
him, and ſpoil my ſhape, > Me. ; | 
Lady Wrong. Ay, fo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire Richard with a full Tankard.. 


Squ. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' b t it— it's 
well I went as I did; for our Doll had juſt bak*d a toaſt, 
and was going to drink it herſelf. . A e 


Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick [ Drinis. 
Squ. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyt her. 
Lady Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis! I wonder you can 
encourage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly li- 
quor — it's enough to make him quite ſtupid, = 
Squ. Rich. Why it never hurts me, Mother; and I 
ſleep like a hawnd after it. \ {[Drinis. 
Sir Fran, I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty years, 
and by your leave, Madam, 1 don't know that 1 want 
wit : Ha! ha! | | ; 
Fenny. But you might have had a great deal more, 
Papa, if you would have been govern'd by my Mo- 
A | 4 
Sir Fran. Daughter! he that is governed by his Wife, 
has no wit at all. eh 
; Jenm. 


, 
* 
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Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a fool, Sir; for I 
love to govern dearly. - 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, child; it don't do well 
in a young woman. 

Lady Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her; ſhe has 
a fine growing ſpirit, and if you check her ſo, you will 
make her as dull as her brother there. | 

Squ. Rich. [ After a long draught.) Indeed, Mother, 
I think my ſiſter is too forward! =o 

Jenny. You! you think I'm too forward ſure! 
Brother Mud ! your head's too heavy to think of any 
thing but your Belly. 

Lady Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he's none of your Ma- 
ſer, tho? he is your elder Brother, 

Squ. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe's younger filler ! 

Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick ! ſhew 'em that ſtay? liquor 
makes a ſtawt heart, Lad! 

Squ. Rich. So J wull! and I'll drink ageen, for all 
her | | | Drina. 


| 
Enter John Moody.. | 1 


Sir Fran, So John! how are the horſes! 

John Moody. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good 'opinion o 
this tawn, it s made up o' miſchief, I think! | 

Sir Fran, What's the matter naw? 

Fehn Moody. Why I'Il tell your Worfhip—— before 
we were gotten to th' ſtreet end, with the coach, bere, 
a great luggerheaded cart, with wheels as thick as a. 
brick wall, laid hawld on't, and has poo'd. it aw to 
bits; crack! went the perch! Down goes the coach! 
and whang! ſays the glaſſes, all to ſhivers! Mar 
upon us] and this be. London / would we were aw wee. 
in the country ageen! 

Tenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the 
country again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go 
into the country again theſe {even years, Mamma; let. 
twenty coaches be pull'd to pieces, 
Sir Fran, Hold your: tongue, Jenny .Was Roger: 

in no fault, in all this ?. | 


M 5: Tiba. 
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Jehn Moody, Noa, Sir, nor I, noather — are not yow 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the carter, to do ſuch an unkind 
thing by ſtrangers ? Noa, ſays he, you Bumkin. Sir, 
he did the thing on very purpoſe ! and fo the folks ſaid 
that ſtood by—Very well, ſays Roger, yow ſhall ſee what 
our Me.fler will fy to ye! Your Meyſter? ſays he; 
your Meyſter may kiſs my—and fo he clapt his hand 
Juſt there, and like your Worſhip. Fleſh! 1 thought 
they had better breeding in this tawn, 

Sir Fran, I'll teach this raſcal ſome, P11 warrant him! 
nd if I take him in hand, III play the Devil with 

im. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay do, Feyther ; have him before the Par- 
hament. A 

Sir Fran, Odſbud! and fo IT will 
him know who I am! Where does he live ? 

Jehu Mecay. I believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What's the Raſcal's name ! | 

Fehn Veody. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dic4, 

Squ. Rich. What, my name! | 

Sir Fran. Where did he go? 

Fohn Moody. Sir, he went home. ; 

Sir Fran, Where's that ? | 
John Mocdy. By my troth, Sir, I doan't know! I 

h-ard him ſay he would croſs the ſame ſtreet again to- 

morrow; 3 if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he 
wou'd pool us over and over again. | | 

Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odszooks |! get me a Conſtable, 

Lady Wrong. Pooh! get you a good ſupper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't. put yourſelf in a heat for what can't 
be helpt. Accidents will happen to people that travel 
abroad to ſee the world For my part, I think 
it's a mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were all 
out on't. | 

Sir Frax. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 

Lady Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy 
one at ſecond-hand, for 7 eſent uſe ; ſo beſpeak a new 
one, and then all's caſy. | 
«  Fohn Moody, Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this 
could have held you aboye a day longer. 
Bir Fran, D'ye think fo, Jobn? 


I will make 


TJobn 


— 
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Tohn Moody, Why you ha' had it, ever ſince your 
Worſhip were High Sheriff. 
Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Do// has got us 
for ſupper—and come and get off my boots. 
[Exit Sir Fran. 
Lady Wrong, In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 
Ha dy, and bid her get me ſome freſh night- clothes. 
[Exit Lady Wrong. 
Jenny Yes, Mamma, and ſome for myſelf too. 
[Exit Jenny, 
Squ. Rich. Odsfieſh ! and what mun I do all alone? 


P11 e'en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, 
And ſhe and I Il go play at cards for kiſſes. [ Exit, 


ACT. Wn. SCEME-Y. 
S CE N E, the Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Lord Townly, a Servant attending. 


Lord Town. YE 7 H O's there! 
Serv, My Lord. 
Lord Town, Bid them get dinner Lady Grace, 
t your Servant. 


K Enter Lady Grace. 


1 "8 Lady Grace. What, is the houſe up already? My Lady 
is not dreſt yet! | 

Lord Town. No matter—it's three o'clock—ſhe may 
break my reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my hours. 

Lady Grace, Nay, you need not fear that now, fer 
ſhe dines abroad. 

Lord Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an excule for her 
not being ready yet, 

; Lady 
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Lady Grace. No, upon my word, ſhe is engaged to 
company. 

I ord Town. Where, pray? 

Lady Grace. At my Lady RewePs; and you know they 
never dine till ſupper-time, 

Lord Town. No truly ſhe is one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies, who never let the ſun ſhine upon any of their 
vices ! But pr'ythee, Siſter, what humour is ſhe- 
in to-day ? 

Lady Grace. O! in tip-top ſpirits, I can aſſure you 
—— ſhe won a good deal, laſt night. 

Lord Town, I know no difference between her win- 
ning or loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of life. 

Lady Grace, However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than bad. | 

Lord Town, Much alike: When ſhe is in good hu-. 
mour, other people only are the better for it: When in. 
a very ill humour, then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have 
my ſhare of her. 

Lady Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now 
Does any body dine here? 

Lord Teaon. Manly promis'd me — by the way, Ma- 
dam, what do you Wer his laſt converſation? 

Lady Grace, I am a little at a Rand about it. 

Lord Town, How ſo ? 

Lady Grace. Why I-don't know how he can ever 
bave. any thoughts of me, that could Jay down ſuch ſe- 
vere rules upon wives, in my 8 

Lord Town, Did you think his rules unreaſonable ? 

Lady Grace. I can't fay I did: But he might have had. 
a. little more complaiſance before me, at leaſt. ; 

Lord Town,  Complaiſance is only a proof of good 
breeding : But his plainneſs was a.certain proof of his ho- 
neſty; nay, of his good opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence 
that your good ſenſe could not be diſobliged at it. 
Lady Grace. My good opinion of him, Brother, has. 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd a. 
letter this morning that ſhews. him a very different Man. 
tom what I thought him. = 
Lord Town, A letter from whom? 


Lady 
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Lady Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 

| [ Gives A Letter, 

Lord Town. Pray let's ſee. [ Reads. 

The Inclas'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my hands ; 
if it no way concerns you, you will only have the trouble 
of reading this, from your fincere Friend and humble Ser- 
cant, Unknown, &C. | 

Lady Grace. And this was the inclos'd, [ Giving anotber. 

Lord Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/7 

Your manner of living with me of late, convinces me, that 
I now grow as painful to you, as to myſelf : but hoau- 
ever, though you can love me no longer, I hope you quill 
not let me live worſe than I did, before I left an honeſt 
Income, for the vain Hopes of being ever Yours, 


Myrtilla Dupe. a 
P. S. 'Tis above four Months ſince I receiv'd a Shilling 


from you. 


Lady Grace. What think you now? 

Lord Town.. I am conſidering ——— 

Lady Grace. You ſee it's directed to bin 

Lord Town, That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems: 
to be a reproach, that I think he is not capable of de- 
ſerving. f 

Lady Grace. But who could have concern enough, to- 
ſend it to me? 

Lord Toxwn. I have obſerved that theſe ſort of letters 
from unknown friends, generally. come from ſecret 
enemies. 

Lady Grace. What would you have me do in it? 

Lord Texwn. What I think you ought to do fairly 
ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 

Lady Grace. Will not that have a very odd look, 
from me? | 
Lord Town. Not at all, if you-uſe my name in it: if 
he is innocent, his- impatience to appear fo, will diſ- 
cover his regard to you: If he is guilty, it will be 

your beſt way of preventing his addreſſes. ; 

Lady Grace, But what pretence have I to put him out: 
of countenance ? 

Lord Town, I can't think there's any fear of mt 

2 1 
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I ady Grace, Pray what is't you do think then? 

Lord Tea. Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
bable, this letter may be all an artifice, than that he i; 
11 the leaſt conceru'd in ii — 

Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord. 
Lerd Town. Do you receive him; while 1 ſtep a mi- 
nute in to my Lady. [Exit, Lord Townly, 


Euter Manly. 


Man. Madam, ycur moſt obedicnt; they told me, 
my Lord was here. 
Lady Grace He will be here preſently : He is but jul 
gon- in to my ſiſter, 
Man. So! then my Lady dines with us. 
Lady Grace. No; ſhe is engag'd. 
Man. | hope you are not of her party, Madam? 
Lady Grace. Not till after dinner. 
Man. And pra) how may ſtie have diſpos'd of the reſt 
of the day ? 
Lady Grace. Much as uſual ! ſhe has viſits till about 
eight; after that *till court time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 
drille, at Mrs. Iale's: After the Drawing-room, the 
takes a ſhort ſupper with my Lady Moonlight, And 
from thence, they go together to my Lord Neble''s Af- 
ſembly. 
— And are you to Co all this with her, Madam ? 
Lady Grace. Only a few of the viſits; I would in- 
deed have drawn her to the Play ; but I doubt we have 
ſo much upon our hands, that it will not be practi- 
cable. | 
Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it ? 
Lady Grace, There's no great merit in forbearing, 
what one is not charm'd with, 
Man. And yet I have found that very difficult in wy 
time. 
Lady Grace. How do you mean? 
Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my life, in 
"the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally better 


pleas'd when I was at quiet without 'em. 
| | Lady 
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Lady Grace, What induc'd you, then, to be with 

them ? 

Mean. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

} ady Grace, No Miſtreſſes in the caſe? 

Man. To ſpeak haneſtly — Yes---- being often in 
the toyſhop, there was no forbearing the bawbles, 

Lady Grace. And of courſe, J ſuppoſe ſometimes you 
were tempted to pay ſor them, twice as much as they 
were worth. 

Mau. Why really, where fancy only makes the 
choice, Madam, no onder if we are generally bub- 
bled, in thoſe fort of bargains, which I confeſs has 
been often my cafe: For 1 had conſtantly ſome Co- 
quette, or other, upon my hands, whom I could love 
perhaps juſt enough to put it in her power to plague 
me. 

Lady Grace. And that's a pow'r, I doubt, commonly 
made aſe of. | 

Man. The amours of a Coquette, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other view. I look upon Them, and Prudes, 
to be nuſances, juſt alike ; tho' they ſeem very diffe- 
rent: The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and the 
other are always abuſing the Women. 

Lady Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame 
vain ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe character of being vir- 
tuous. 

Man, Of being chaſte, they mean; for they know no 
other virtue: and, upon the credit of that, they traf- 
fick in every thing elſe that's vicious: They (even 
againſt Nature) keep their chaſtity, only becauſe they 
find they have more power to do miſchief with it, than 
they could poſſibly put in practice without it. 

Lady Grace. Hold | Mr. Manly: J am afraid this ſo- 
vere opinion of the ſex, is owing to the ill choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 

Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Madam, 
if both theſe characters are ſo odious ; how vaſtly valu- 
able is that woman,, who has attain'd all they aim at 
without the aid of the Folly, or Vice of either ? 

Lady Grace. I believe thoſe ſort of women to be as 
ſcarce, Sir, as the men, that believe there are any ſuch ; 

; | or 
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— that allowing ſuch have virtue enough to deſerve 
em. b 

Man. That could deſerve them then had been 
a more favourable reflexion ! | 

Lady Grace, Nay, I ſpeak only from my little expe. 
rience : For (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) I don't 
know a man in the world, that, in appearance, might 
better pretend to a woman of the firſt merit, than 
— And yet I have a reaſon. in my hand, here, 
to think you have your failings. 

Man. 1 have infinite, Madam ; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit reſpe& for you, is not among the 


Wr l Inas is in your hand, Madam? 
Lady Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no title to it; for the 


direction is to you. [ Gives im a Letter. 
Man. To me! I don't remember the hand 
| | Reads to himſelf, 


Lady Grace. I can't perceive any change of guilt in 
him! and his ſurpriſe ſeems natural! [Aae 
Give me leav to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 
Manly; That I ſhould never have — you this, but 
that my Brother enjoin'd me to it. | 

Man. I take that to proceed. from my Lord's good 
opinion of me, Madam. | 

Lady Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an excuſe 
for my taking this liberty. 

Man. I never yet ſaw you do any: thing, Madam, 
that wanted an excuſe; and, I. hope, you will not give 
me an inſtance to the contrary, by refuſing the fayour 
I am : going to aſ you. 

Lady Grace. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that: 
you think proper to aſk.. | 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me. ſo far, as to 
tet me know how this letter came into your hands, 

Lady Grace. Inclos'd to me, in this. without a name. 
| N If there be no ſecret in the contents, Ma- 

Lady Grace. Why —— there is an impertinent inſi- 
nuation in it: But as I know your good ſenſe will think 
it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. 


Man, 
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Man. You oblige me, Madam. 


[ He takes the other Letter and Ef 2, 


Lady Grace. [A/ide.) Now am I in the oddeſt fitua- 
tion ! methinks our converſation grows terribly critical ! 
This muſt produce ſomething : —— 0 lud! would it 


were over! 


Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome light into 


the poor project, that is at the bottom of all this. 

Lady Grace. I have no notion of what could be pro- 
poſed by it. | 

Man. A little patience, Madam 
the inſinuation you mention 

I ady Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! [4/ide. 

Man. Tho' my intimacy with my Lord may have 
allow'd my viſits to have been very frequent here of 
late; yet, in ſuch a talking town as this, you muſt not 
wonder, if a great many of thoſe viſits are plac'd to 
vour account: And this taken for granted, I ſuppoſe has 
been told to my Lady Vrongbead, as a piece of news, 
ſince her arrival, not improbably without many more 
inaginary circumſtances. 

J ady Grace. My Lady Wronghead ! 
i Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is her 
and ! ; TE 

Lady Grace. What view could ſhe have in writing it ? 

Man. To interrupt any treaty of marriage, ſhe may 
have heard I am engaged in: Becauſe if I die without 
heirs; her Family expects that ſome part of my eſtate 
may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe is ſo far 
miſtaken, that if this letter has given you the leaſt un- 
eaſineſs, I ſhall think that the happieſt moment of 
my life. * : 

Lady Grace. That does not carry your uſual complat- 
ſance, Mr. Manly. : 

Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince 
you of my innocence. * 3 
Lady Grace. I am ſure I have no right to inquire 
into it. | 

Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may 
very innocently have ſo much curioſity, 


Firſt, as to 


Lady 
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Lady Grace. With what-an artful gentleneſs he fteals 
into my opinion? [Aa.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend 
to have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want cu— 
rioſity But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this dy- 
tilla is a real, or a ſictitious name? 

Man. Now I recollect, Madam, there is a youn 
woman, in the houſe, - where my Lady VT rongbead 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myra : This lei- 
ter may be written by her- but how it came directed 
to me, I confeſs is a myſtery ; that before J ever pre- 
ſume to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think my ſelf oblig'd, 
in Honour to find cut. [Going, 

Lady Grace. Mr. Manly ——you are not going ? 

Man. Tis but to the next ſtreet, Madam; I thall be 
back in ten minutes. | ; 

Lady Grace. Nay ! but dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, 1 can neither eat, nor reit, üll I ſee 
an end of this affair 

Lady Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly 
curioſity of mine drive you away? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own curioſity —— 
** I [Exit Manly. 

Lady Grace. Well and now, what am I to think 
of all this? Or ſuppoſe an indifferent perſon had heard 
every word we have ſaid to one another, what would 
they have thought on't? Would it have been very 
abſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclined to paſs the 
reſt of his life with me? TI hope not for 
I am ſure, the caſe is terribly clear on my. fide ! and 
why may not I, without vanity, ſuppoſe my ———un- 
accountable ſomewhat —has done as much execu- 
tion upon him? hy. becauſe he never told me 
ſo——nay, he has not ſo much as mentioned the word 
Love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my perſon ——— 
well — but he has ſaid a thouſand to my good op!- 
nion, and has certainly got i. had he ſpoke firlt to 
my perſon, he had paid a very ill compliment to my 
underſtanding ——1 ſhould have thought him 1mper- 


tinent, and never have troubled my head about him; 
but as he has manag'd the matter, at leaſt I am 5 
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of one thing; that let his thoughts be what they will, 
| ſhall never trouble my head about any other man, as 
long as 1 hve. 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 


Well, Mrs. Tray. is my fiſter dreſs'd yet? 

Trufty, Yes, Madam ; but my Lord has been courting 
ber fo, I think, 'till they are both out of humour. 

Lady Grace. How ſo? | 

Truly. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
deſiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home to-day upon 
which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
that, my Jord order'd them to ftay the dinner, and 
then my lady order'd the coach; then my Lord took 
her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the coachman to 
ſet up: Then my Lady made him a great curt'ſy, and 
ſaid, ſhe would wait *tull his Lordihip's horſes had 
din'd, and was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me to get her chair 
ready. [Exit Truſty. 

Lady Grace. O! here they come; and, by their looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for company. [ Exit Lady Grace, 


Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following, 
Lady Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear 


it no longer! nothing ftill but about my faults, my 


faults! an agreeable ſubject truly 

Lord Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of 
them; how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

Lady Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them ——1 
can't mend them — you know [I have try'd to do it an 
hundred times, and—it hurts me ſo—I can't bear it! 

Lord Town. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily 
licentious abuſe of your time and character. ; 

Lady Town. Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better company, than when I am 
doing what I have a mind ta! But to ſee this world! 
that Men can never get over that ſilly ſpirit of con- 
tradition hy but laſt Thur/day now——there 
you wiſely amended one of my faults as you call them 
you inſiſted upon my not going to the * 

| — an 
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——and pray, what was the conſequence ! was not I as 
croſs as the Devil, all the night after ? was not I forc'd 
to get company at home! and was not it almoſt three 
o'clock in the morning, before, I was able to come to 
myſelf again? and then the fault is not mended neither, 
for next time, I ſhall only have twice the incli- 
nation to go: ſo that all this mending, and mending, 
you ſee, is but dearning an old ruffle, to make it worſe 
than it was before. | 

Lord Town, Well, the manner of womens living, of 
late, is inſupportable; and one way or other 
| Lady Town, It's to be mended, | ſuppoſe !- why ſo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one 
time —— and when things are at worſt, you know, 
they may mend themſelves! ha! ha! 

Lord Town. Madam, I am not in a humour, now, 
to trifle, 

Lady Town, Why then, my Lord, one word of fair 
argument—to talk with you, your own way now 
You complain of my late hours, and I of your early 
ones ſo far are we even, you'll allow —— but pray 
which gives us the beſt figure in the eye cf the polite 
world? my active, ſpirited three in the Morning, or 
pow dull, drowſy eleven at Night? Now, I think, one 

as the air of a Woman of Quality, and t'other of a 
plodding Mechanic; that goes to bed betimes, that he 
may riſe early, to open his ſhop !-—Faugh ! oe, 

Lord Town. Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of 
reaſoning ? *tis time to wake you then ———'t1s not 
your ill K urs alone, that diſturb me, but as often the 
ill company that occaſion thoſe ill Hours. 

Lady Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 
Lord ; what ill company do 1 keep ? i 

Lord Town, Why, at beſt, women that loſe their mo- 
ney, and men that win it! Or, perhaps, men that are 
voſuntary bubbles at one game, in hopes a Lady will 

ive them fair play at another. Then that unavoida- 
mixture with known rakes, conceal'd thieves, and 
Sharpers in embroidery or what, to me, 15 Ril! 
more ſhocking, that herd of familiar chattering crop- 


ear'd Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, there 
. | would 


AJovrnty to London. 285 


would be no knowing them aſunder, but that their tails 
hang fram their head, and the monkey's grows where 
it ſhould do, 

Lady Town, And a Huſband muſt give eminent proof 
ef his ſenſe, that thinks their powder- puffs dangerous. 

Lord Town. Their being fools, Madam, is not always 
the Huſband's ſecurity : Or if it were, fortune, ſome- 
times, gives them advantages might make a thinking 
woman tremble, 

Lady Town. What do you mean ! 

Lord Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
they are able to pay; and if a creditor be a little preſ- 
ſing, the Lady may be reduc'd to try if, inſtead of gold, 
the Gentleman will accept of a trinket, 

Lady Town, My Lord you grow ſcurrilous ; you'll 
make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep 
company with the politeſt people in town, and the 
Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 

Lord Town. So are the Churches now and then, 

Lady Town, My friends frequent them too, as well as 
the Aſſemblies. | 

Lord Toxwn, Yes, and would do it oftner, if a groom 
of the chambers there were allowed to furniſh cards to 
the company. | 
Lady Town, I ſee what you drive at all this while; 
you would lay an imputation on my fame, to cover 
your own avarice! I might take any pleaſures I find, 
that were not expenſive. 

Lord Town. Have a care, Madam; don't let me 
think you only value your chaſtity, to make me re- 
proachable for not indulging you in every thing elſe, 
that's vicious — I, Madam, have a reputation too, to 
guard, that's dear to me, as yours——— The follies of 
an ungovern'd wife may make the wiſeſt man uneaſy; but 
tis his own fault, if ever they make him contemptible, 

3 Town. My Lord you would make a woman 
mag ! 

Lord Town. You'd make a man a fool, ; 

Lady Town, If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my power. 8 

Lord Town, Whatever may be in your inclination, 

Madam; 
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Madam; I'll prevent you making me a Beggar at leaſt. 
l ady Town. A Beggar! Cra/us! Pm out of Patience! 
T won't come home 'till four to-morrow morning. 
Lord Tewn, That may be, Madam; but 1'l1 order 
the doors to be leck'd at twelve. 
Lady Town. Then I won't come home 'till to-morrow 


night. 
Lord Town, Then, Madam; -— You ſhall never come 
home again. [ Exit Lord Torn, 


Lady Towr, What does he mean! I never heard ſuch 
a word from him in my life before! the Wan always 
us'd to have manners in his worſt humours ! there's 
ſomething, that I don't ſec, at the bottom of all this 
——- — but his head's always upon ſeme impracticable 
ſcheme or other, ſo I won't trouble mine any longer 
about him. Mr. Manly, your Servant. 


Enter Manly. 


Man. I aſk pardon for my intruſion, Madam; but I 
hope my bulineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 

Lady Testa. I believe you'll fnd him in the next 
room, sir. 
Man. Will you give me leave, Madam? 

Lady Teen. car —you have my leave, tho? you 
were a lady. 

Nan. [ {/ide.] What a well bred age do we live in? 

[ Exit Manly 


Enter Lady Grace. 
Lady Town. O] my dear Lady Grace how could 


you leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while? 
Lady Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 
Lady Town. Why yes — and therefore I wanted your 
relief; for he has been in ſuch a fluſter here 
Lady Grace. Bleſs me! for what? 

Lady Town, Only our uſual breakfaſt ; we have each 
of us bad our diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this morn- 
ing! we have been charming company! 

| To Grace. I am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be 
a vaſt happineſs, when a Man and a Wife can give 
themſelves the ſame turn of converſation ! ” 

wits 4 | Lady 
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Lady Town. O! the prettieſt thing in the world! | 

Lady Grace, Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
people are every day together ſo, they mult often be in 
want of ſomething to talk upon. 

Lady Fown, O my Dear, ycu are the moſt miſtaken 
in the world! married people have things to talk of, 
child, that never enter into the imagination of others. 5 
—— — Why, here's my lord and I now, we have not 
been married above two ſhort years, you know, and we 
bave already eight or ten things conſtantly in bank, that 
whenever we want company, we can take up any one 
of them for two hours together, and the ſubject never 
the flatter ; nay, if we have occaſion for it, it will be 
as freſh next day too, as it was the firſt hour it enter- 
tain'd us. | 

Lady Grace. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 

Lady Toon, O! there's no life like it! why t'other 
day for example, when you din'd abroad; my | ord 
| and J, after a pretty chearful rt à tee meal, ſat us 

down by the fire-ſide, in an eaſy indolent, pick-tooth 
wa”, for about a quarter of an hour, as if we had 

not thought of any other's being in the room — 

at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning My Dear, 
n ſays he, — aw — you came home very late, laſt 
night —*T'was but juſt turn'd of Two, ſays 1——1 
was in bed — aw by Eleven, ſays he; fo you are 
every night, fays I —-— Well, ſays he, I am amazed 
you can fit up ſo late——How can you be amaz'd, ſays 
I, at a thing that happens ſo often? upon which 


d we enter'd. into a converſation and tho? this is a 
point has entertain'd us above fifty times already, we al- 
ways find ſo many pretty new things to ſay upon it, 

ur that I believe in my ſoul, it will laſt as long as we live. 

Lady Grace. But pray! in ſuch ſort of family dia- 
logues (tho? extremely well for paſſing the time) don't 
ch there, now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of bit- 

n- terneſs ? | | | 

Lady Town, O yes! which does not do amiſs at all 
be A ſmart repartee, with a zeſt of recrimination at the 

e 


head of it, makes the prettieſt ſnerbet; Ay, ay! if 
ve did not mix à little of the acid with it, 1 
; * monia 


8 
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monial Society would be fo luſcious, that nothing but 
an old liquoriſh prude would be able to bear it. 
Lady Grace, Well. certainly you have the moſt 
elegant taſte | 

Lady Town. Tho? to tell you the truth, my Dear, | 
rather think we ſqueez'd a little too much lemon int» 
it, this bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that— I think 
I almoſt told him, he was a fool and he 
again——talk'd ſomething oddly of. — turning me 
out of doors. 

Lady Grace. O! have a care of that! | 

Lady Town. Nay, if he ſhould, 1 may thank my own 
wiſe father for that 


Lady Grace. How ſo? 
Lady Town, Why —— — when my good Lord firſt 


open'd his honourable trenches before me, my unac- 

countable Papa, in whoſe hands I then was, gave me 
up at diſcretion, 

Lady Grace. How do you mean ? 

Lady Town. He ſaid, the wives of this age were come 
to that paſs, that he would not deſire even his own 
Daughter ſhould be truſted with pin- money; ſo that my 
whole train of ſeparate inclinations are left entirely at 
the mercy of an huſband's odd humours. 

Lady Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make 
a woman of ſpirit look about her! | 

Lady Town. Nay, but to be ſerious ; my Dear; what 
would you really have a woman do in my caſe ? 

Lady Grace. Why —— —If I had a ſober huſband as 
you have, I would make myſelf the happieſt wife in 
the world by being as ſober as he, 

Lady Town. O] you wicked thing! how can you telze 
one at this rate? when you know he is fo very ſober, 
that (except giving me money) there is not one tiung 
in the world Fe can do to pleaſe me! And I at the ſame 
time, partly by nature, * partly, perhaps, by keeping 
the beſt company, do with my ſoul love almoſt every 
thing he hates! I dote upon afſemblies! my heart 
bounds at a ball; and at an Opera——1 expire! then 
I love play to diſtraction! Cards inchant me! and Dice 
put me out of my little wits! Dear! dear Hazard, 
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oh! what a flow of ſpirits it gives one! do you never 
play at hazard, child ? 

Lady Grace, Oh! never! I don't think it fits well up- 
on women; there is ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much 
the air of a rake in it! you ſee how it makes the men 
ſwear and curſe! and when a woman is thrown into the 
ſame paſſion why | 

Lady Town, That's very true! one is a little put to it, 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame words to expreſs 
it. 

Lady Grace, Well — and, upon ill luck, pray what 
words are you really forc'd to make uſe of? 

Lady Teson. Why upon a very hard caſe, indeed, 
when a ſad wrong word is riſing, juſt to one's tongue's 
end, I give a great gulp and ſwallow it. 

Lady Grace, Well and 1s not that enough to 
make you forſwear play, as long as you live? 

Lady / own. O yes! I have forſworn it. 

Il ady Grace. Seriouſly ? 

Lady Town. Solemnly! a thouſand times ; but then 
one is conſtantly forſworn. 

Lady Grace. And how can you anſwer that ? 

Lady Toxwn, My dear, what we ſay, when we are 
loſers, we look upon to be no more binding than a lover's 
oath, or a great man's promiſe, But I beg pardon, 
child; I ſhould not lead you fo far into the world; you 
are a prude, and deſign to Jive ſoberly. 

Lady Grace. Why, l confeſs my nature, and my edu- 
cation do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 

Lady Town, Well! how a woman of ſpirit, (for you 
don't want that, child) can dream of living ſoberly, is 
to me inconceivable! for you will marry I ſuppoſe, 
Lady Grace, I can't tell but I may. 

Lady Town, And won't you live in town ? 

Lady Grace. Half the year, I ſhould like it very well, 

Lady Town, My ftars! and you would really live in 
London half the year to be ſober in it! 

Lady Grace. Why not? 

Lady Town, Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 
in the country ? 1486 
Lady Grace, So I would——t'other half year. 

Vor. II. N Lady Town. 


* 
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Lady Town. And pray what comfortable ſcheme of 
life would you form now, for your ſummer and winter 
ſober entertainments? 
| Lady Grace. A ſcheme, that I think might very well 
content us. | 
Lady Town, O! of all things let's hear it. 
Lady Grace. Why, in ſummer, I cou d paſs my lei. 
ſure hours in riding, in reading, walking by a canal 
or ſitting at the end of it under a great tree; in drefling, 
dining, chatting with an agreeable friend, perhaps 
hearing a little muſic, taking a diſh of tea, or a 
ame of cards ſoberly! managing my family, looking 
into its accounts, playing with my children (if 1 
had any) or in a thouſand other innocent amuſe. 
ments —ſoberly! and poſſibly, by theſe means, 
I —— induce my huſband to be as ſober as my. 
ſel — 

Lady Town. Well, my dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 
creature ! for ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian notions 
of life, have not been in any head theſe thouſand years 
—— Under a great tree! O my ſoul! —— But ] beg 
we may have the ſober town ſcheme too — for I am 
charmed with the country one ! | 

Lady Grace. You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtick to my 
ſobriety there too, - 

Lady Town. Well, tho' I'm ſure it will give me the 
vapours, | muſt hear it however, 

Lady Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, 
madam, I will firſt ſo far come into the faſhion, that 
I would never be dreſſed out of it but ſtill it 
ſhould be ſoberly. For I can't think it any diſgrace 
to a woman of my private fortune, not to wear her 
lace as fine as a wedding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs, 
Tho' there is one extravagance I would venture to come 
up to, 
N Town, Ay, now for it — 
- Lady Grace. | would every day be as clean as a 
bride, 

Lady Town, Why the men ſay, that's a gieat ſtep to 
be made one — Well now you are dreſt —— pray let's 


ſce to what purpoſe. 
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Lady Grace. I would viſit — that is, my real friends; 
but as little for form as poflible,———1 would go to 
court; ſometimes to an aſſembly, nay, play at gua- 
drille— ſoberly; I would ſee all the good plays; and, 
(becauſe ?tis the faſhion) now and then an opera — 
but I would not expire there, for fear I ſhould never go 
=_ and laſtly, I can't ſay, but for curioſity, it” I 
lik'd my company, I might be drawn in once to a maſ- 
querade! And this, | think, is as far as any woman 
can go——ſoberly, | 

Lady Town, Well! if it had not been for that laſt 
piece of ſobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome ſur- 
feit water. | 

Lady Grace, Why, don't you think, with the farther 
aid of breakfaſting, dining, taking the air, ſupping, 
ſleeping, not to ſay a word of devotion, the four and 
_—_ hours might roll over in a tolerable man- 
ner | 

Lady Town. Tolerable ? deplorable! Why, child, 
all you propoſe, is but to endure life, now 1 want to 
enjoy it 


Enter Mrs. Truſty, , 


Tru/ Madam, your Ladyſhip's chair is ready. 

Lady Town. Have the Footmen their white flambeaux 
yet? for laſt night I was potſon'd, | 

Traſ. Yes, madam : there were ſome come in this 
morning. | [Exit Truſty 

Lady Town, My dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my time is ſo precious — 

Lady Grace. That I beg I may not hinder your leaf 
enjoyment of it. 
Lady Town, You will call on me at Lady Revel's? 

Lady Grace. Certainly. 

Lady Town. But J am fo afraid it will break into yorr 
icheme, my dear ! | 

Laly Grace. When it does, I will ſoberly break 
{rom you. | 

Lady Traun. Why then 'till we meet again, dear ſiſter, 
I with you all tolerable happineſs. [Exit ach Town, 
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Lady Grace. There ſhe goes —daſh! into her ſtream 
of pleaſures! poor woman! ſhe is really a ſine crea- 
ture and {-metimes infinitely agreeable ! nay, take her 
out of the madneſs of this town, rational in her no. 
tions, and eaſy to live with: but ſhe is ſo borne down 
by this torrent of vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks every 
hour of her life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the 
head of it. What it will end in, I tremble to ima- 

ine ! Ha! my brother, and Mandy with him! 
1 gueſs what they have been talking of I ſhall hear 
it in my turn, 1 ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to be 
inquiſitive. [ Exit Lady Grace, 


Enter Lord Townly and Manly. 


Lerd Town, I did not think my Lady Wronghead had 
ſuch a notable brain: tho* I can't ſay ſhe was fo very 
Wilks in truſting this ſilly girl you call My tilla, with the 
ecret, 

Man, No, my Lord, you miſtake me, had the. girl 
be in the ſecret, perhaps I had never come at it my- 
ic 

Lord Texwn, Why I thought you ſaid the girl writ 
this letter, to you, and that my Lady Vrongbead ſent it 
inclos'd to my ſiſter? 8 5 
Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord 
the fact is thus. — This inclos'd letter to Lady Grace 
was a real original one, written by this girl, to the 
Count we have been talking of: the Count drops it, 
and my Lady Mi ongbead finds it: then only changing 
the cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a letter of buſineſs, juſt 
written by herſelf, to me: and pretending to be in a 
hurry, gets this innocent girl to write the directipn, 
for her, - 

Lord Town. Oh! then the girl did not know ſhe was 

ſuperſcribing a billet-doux of her on to you? 
Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her 
about the direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: but 
when I ſhew'd her that the letter to the Count was 
within it, and told her how it came into my hands, 
the poor creature was amazed and thought herſelf be- 
tray d both by the Count and my Lady in ſhort, 
| upon 
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upon this diſcovery the girl and I grew fo gracious, 
that ſhe has let me into ſome tranſactions, in my Lady 
Il ronghead's family, which, with my having a careful 
eye over them, may prevent the ruin of it. 

Lord Town. You are very generous to be fo ſolicitous 
for a Lady that has given you ſo much uneaſineſs. 

Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: 
for 1 will do her the greateſt friendſhip in the world 
—— againſt her will. 

La 


Town, What an uncommon philoſophy art thou 


maſter of? to make even thy malice a virtue? 

Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there 1s no one 
action of my life gives me more pleaſure than your 
approbation of 1t. 

Lord Town. Dear Charles! my heart's impatient, 
*till thou art nearer to me: and as a proof that I have 
long wiſhed thee fo : while your daily conduct has choſen 
rather to deſerve than aſk my fifter's favour; I have 
been as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſenſible of 
your merit: and ſince on this occaſion you have open'd 
your whole heart to me, tis now with equal pleaſure, 
I aſſure you, we have both ſucceeded —————jhe is as 
firmly yours 

Mar. Impoſſible! you flatter me! 

Lord Town. I am glad you think it flattery : but ſhe 
herſelf ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: 
when the ſervants are withdrawn, I'll open a converſa- 
tion, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together — O / 
Charles had I, like thee, been cautious in my choice, 
what melancholy hours had this heart avoided ! 

Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord 

Lord Town. But *twill, at leaſt, be ſome relief to my 


anxiety (however barren of content the tate has been 


to me) to ſee ſo near a friend and fiſter happy in it: 
your harmony of life will be an inſtance how much the 
choice of temper is preferable to beauty. 


While your ſoft hours in mutal kindneſs move, 


You'll reach by virtue what I loſt by love. 
[ Exeunt 
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SCENE, Mes. Motherly's Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 


Meth. 8 O, niece! where is it poſſible you can have been 
| theſe ſix hours ? 
Myr. O-! Madam! I have ſuch a terrible ſtory to tell 

you ! | | 

Meth. A ſtory! ods my life! what have you done 
with the Count's note of five hundred pounds I ſent you 
about? is it ſafe? is it good ? is it ſecurity ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſaſe: but for its goodneſs — 
mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang'd 
about it. | 5 

Meth. The dickens! has the rogue of a Count play'd 
us another trick then? yon 

yr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to Mr. 
Caſh, the Banker's, and ſhewed him his note for five 
hundred pounds, payable to the Count, or order, in two 
months — he looked earneſtly upon it, and deſired me 
to ſtep into the inner room, while he examined his 
books —— after I had flaid about ten minutes, he came 
in to me——claps to the door, and charges me with 
a conſtable for forgery. 

oth, Ah poor ſoul! and how didſt thou get off? 

Myr. While I was ready to fink in this condition, I 
begg'd him to have a little patience, till | could ſend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a gentleman of 
worth and honour, and who, I was ſure, would con- 
vince him, whatever fraud might be in the note, that I 
was myſelf an innocent abus'd woman =—— an 
As good luck would have it, in leſs than half an 
kour Mr. Manly came ſo, without mincing the 

; matter, 
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matter, I fairly told him upon what deſign the Count 
had lodg'd that note in your hands, and in ſhort, laid 
open the whole ſcheme he had drawn us into; to make 
our fortune, 

Math. The devil you did! 2 | 

Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible I could 
any otherwiſe make Mr. Manly my friend, to help me 
our of the ſcrape I was in? To conclude, he ſocn made 
Mr. Caſh eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable ; nay ſar- 
ther promis'd me, if I would truſt the note in his 
hands, he would take care it ſhould be be fully paid be- 
fore it was due, and at the ſame time would give 
me an ample revenge upon the Count; ſo that all 
you have to conſider now, Madam, is, whether you 
think yourſelf ſafer in the Count's hands, or Mr, 
Manly's. | 

Moth. Nay, nay, child; there is no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Many may be a friend indeed, if any 
thing in our power can make him ſo. 

Myr. Well, madam, and now pray how fland mat- 
ters at home here? What has the Ccunt done with the 
ladies? 

Moth, Why every thing he has 2 mind to do, by this 
time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high favour with Miſs, as 
he is with my Lady. 

Mr. Pray, where are the ladies? 

Moth, Rattling abroad in their own coach, and the 
well-bred Count along with them; they have ben 
ſcouring all the ſhops in town over, buying fine things 
and new clothes from morning to night: they have 
made one voyage already, and have brought home ſuch 
a cargo of bawbles and trumpery mercy on the 
poor man that's to pay for them! 

Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them ! 

M:th. No, no; Miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace 
or party : ſo they even left him aſleep by the kitchen 

re. 

Myr. Has he not aſked after me all this while ? for I 
had a ſort of an affignation with him. 

Moth. O yes! he has been in a bitter taking about 
it, At laſt his „ grew ſo uneaſy, that 


4 he 
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he fairly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, 1 ſent one of 
the maids and Job Moody abroad with him to ſhew 
him — the hons and the Monument. Ods me! 
there he is, juſt come home again————you may have 
buſineſs with him fo I'll even turn you to- 
gether. 


Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich, . Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myrtilla, where hay 
yow been aw this day, forſooth ? _ 

Myr. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have 
zou been, pray? | | | 

Squ. Rich, Why, when I fun” at yow were no loik! 
to come whoam, I were ready to hong my r 
John Mocdy, and I, and one o' your laſſes have been 
Lord knows where —a ſeeing o' the ſoights. 

Mr. Well and pray what have you ſeen, Sir ? 

Squ, Rich, Fleſh ! I cawnt tell, not I ſeen every 
thing | think, Firſt there we went o' top o' the what 
d ye call it? there, the great huge ſtone poſt, up the 
rawnd and rawnd ſtaixs, that twine and twine about, 
jutt an as thof it were a cork ſcrew. | 

Myr. O, the Monument! well, and was it not a fine 
ght from the top of it? ö | 

Squ. Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no*—1 ſaw nowght 
but ſmoak and brick houſen, and ſteeple tops 
then there was ſuch a mortal ting-tang of bells, and 
rumbling of carts and coaches, and then the folks 
under one look'd ſo ſmall, and made ſuch a hum, and 
a buz, it put me in mind of my mother's great glaſs 
bee-hive in our garden in the country, 
_ Myr. Ithink, Maſter, you give a very good account 
of it. | 

Squ. Rich; Ay! but I did no like it: for my head 
my a to turn ſo I trundled me dawn 
ſtairs ugain like a round trencher. | 

Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſup- 


ſe ? 
. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that and ſaw tlie 


lions, and I lik'd them better by hawlf; they are 
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ave one of them ſuch a poke o' the noaſe be- 
ieve he would ha' ſnapt my head off, an he could ha“ 
got me. Hoh! hoh! hoh | 

Myr. Well, Maſter, when you and I go abroad, [11 
| ſhew you prettier ſights than theſe there's a maſ- 
querade to-morrow. 

Squ. Rich, O laud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thing 
for Merry Andrews, and thoſe fort of comical mummers 
and the Count tells me, that there lads and 
laſſes may jig their tails, and eat, and drink, without 
grudging, all night-lung. 

Myr.” What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you a 
ticket and go along with you ? 3 

Squ. Rich, Ah dear! | 

Myr. But have a care, Squire, the fine ladies there 
are terribly tempting ; look well to your. heart, or ads 
me! they'll whip it up in the trip of a minute. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but they can't thoa — ſoa let um 
look to themſelves, an” ony of *um falls in love with me 
—mayhap they had as good be quiet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine lady, 


would you ? 01 
Squ. Rich. Ay, but I would tho? unleſs it were — one 


at I know of, | 
Mr. Oh! oh! then you have left your heart in the 
country, I find? 
Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my heart — ch— my 
heart e*nt awt o' this room. 
Myr. I am glad you have it about you, howeyer. 
Squ. Rich. Nay, mahap not ſoa neather, ſomebody 
elſe may have it, at you little think of. | 
Myr. I can't imagine what you mean! _ 
 Squ. Rich. Noa! why doan't you know how many 
folks there is in this room, naw ? | g 
Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have learnt the 
town gallantry already. ; of 
Squ. Rich. Why doan't you believe at I have a kind- 
neſs for you then ? 
Hr. Fy! fy ! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you ar 


too young to think of a wife. 
Ng Squ.-Rich, | 


298 T:PRovokr'd HusBaNnD; or, 


Squ. Rich. Ay but I caunt help thinking o' yow, 
for all that. 
Myr. How! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 
of me in a diſhonourab'e way? 
* Rich, Nay, that's as you ſee good——I did no? 
think 'at you would ha' thowght of me for a huſband, 
mayhap ; unleſs I had means in my own hands; and 
_—_ allows me but half a crown a week, as yet a 
while. 
My-. Oh! when J like any body, *tis not want of 
money will make me refuſe them, 
- » Squ. Rich. Well, that's juſt my mind now; for an 
IT like a girl, Miſs, I would take her in her ſmuck. 
Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a man of ho- 
nour : this ſhews ſomething of a true heart in you. 
Squ. Rich, Ay, and a true heart you'll find me; try 
me when you will. 
Myr. Huſh! huſh! here's your papa come home, and 
my aunt with him. 2 
£7006 Rich. A devil rive 'em, what do they come naw 
for? | 
Mr. When you and I get to the maſquerade, you hall 
Ce what I'll ſay to you. 
» . Squ. Rich. Well, hands upon't theg—— 
Mr. There & | 
Squ. Rich One buſs and a bargain. [X. es her + 
Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a marrow-pud- 
ding. [Exeunt ſeverally+ 


Enter: Sir Francis Wronghead and Mrs.. Motherly 
Sir. Fran. What! my wife and daughter abroad ſay 


ga? | 
"Moth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
dinner, and ſo went out again. 

Sir. Fran. Well, well, 1 ſhan't ſlay ſapper for em, I 
can tell em that: For ods-heart ! I have had nothing in 
me, but a toaſt and a tankard, ſince morning. 

Meth. I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament hours 
wan't agree with you. 


: Sir 
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Sir Fran, Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
right with us country gentlemen; to loſe one meal out of 
three, 1s a hard tax upon a good ſtomach. 

Moth. It is fo indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fran, But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the good of our 
country 

Moth, Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething, 

Sir Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid for't— 
the good of one's country is above all things A 
true hearted Exgliſman thinks nothing too mach for it 

I have heard of ſome honeſt gentlemen fo very 
zealous, that for the good of their country they 
would ſometimes go to dinner at midnight, 

Meth. O! the goodneſs of 'em! ſure their country | 
muſt have vaſt eſteem for them'? . 

Sir Frau. So they have Mrs. Mathe hy; they are ſ 
reſpected when they come heme to their Boroughs, 
after a ſeſhon, and ſo belovd . — that their coun- 
try 552 come and dine with them every day in the 
week. . 

Moth. Dear me! what a fine thing it is to be fo. po- 
pulous ? | 

Sir Fran, It is a great comfort, indeed? and I can 
aſſure you you are a good ſenſible woman, Mrs. Mothe-ly. 

Moth. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd. to compli» 
ment. . 

Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value peo- 
ple of conſequence. WS 
Meth. Good lack! here's company, Sir; will yow 


give me leave to get you a little ſomething till the ladies. 


come home, Sir? 
Sir Fran, Why troth, J don't think it would be 


amiſs. - | 5 
Moth. It ſhall be done in a moment, Sir. [ Exit. 


Enter Mr. Manly. 


Man, Sir Francis, your ſervant. 
Sir Fran, Couſin. Manly * . 
Max. I am come to ſee how the family goes on here. 


. i Sin 
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Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as bees; I have been 
upon the wing ever ſince eight o'clock this morn- 
ing. 

Alan, By your early hour, then, I ſuppoſe you 
have been making your eourt to ſome of the great 

men, 1 . 
Sir Fran. Why, faith ! you have hit it, Si 
J was adviſed to loſe no time: ſo I e'en went ſtraight 
forward, to one great man I had never ſeen in my life 
before. | 

Mar. Right! that was doing buſineſs : but who had 
vou got to introduce you ? 

Sir Fran. Why, no body I remember'd I had 
heard a wiſe man ſay—My ſon be bold—ſo troth ! I 
introduced myſelf, | | 

Man As how, pray ? b 

Sir Fran. Why, thus look ye pleaſe your 
Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Fraxcis Wronghead of Bum- 
per-hall, and member of Parliament for the borough of 
Guxxledotun- -Sir, your humble ſervant, ſais my 
Lord; thof 1 have not the honour to know your per- 
ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt gentleman, and 
am glad your Borough has made choice of ſo worthy 
a repreſentative ; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have you 
any ſervice to command me? Naw, couſin ! thoſe 
laſt words, you may be ſure gave me no ſmall encou- 
ragement. And thof I know, Sir, you have no extra- 
ordinary opinion of my parts, yet I believe, you won't 
ſay I miſt it naw! 

Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no cauſe. 

Sir Frax. So when I found him ſo courteous ———— 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha? troubled your 
Lordſhip with buſineſs upon my firſt viſit : but fince your 
Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon ceremony 
why truly, fays 1, I think naw 1s as good as another 
time. 

Man. Right ! there you puſh'd him home. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee that I 
was none of your mealy-mouth'd ones, 
Nen. Very good! 


8 
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Sir Fran. So in ſhort, my Lord, ſays I, I have a good 
eſtate but ——a——it's a little awt at elbows : and 
as I deſire to ſerve my King, as well as my country, 1 
ſhall be very willing to accept of a place at Court. 

Man. So, this was making ſhort work on't. 

Sir Fran. T'cod ! I ſhot him flying, couſin : ſome of 
your hawf-witted ones naw, would ha' humm'd and 

aw'd, and dangled a month or two after him, before 
they durſt open their mouths about a place, and may- 
hap, not ha” got it at laſt neither. | 

Man. Oh! Im gad you're ſo ſure on't 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, couſin Sir Francis, 
ſays my Lord, pray what fort of a place may you ha” 
turn'd your thoughts upon? My Lord, fays I, beggars 
muſt not be chuſers; but ony a place, ſays I, about a 
thouſand a year, will be well enough to be doing with 
*till ſomething better falls in — for I thowght it would 
not look well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt. 

Man. No, no, your bulineſs was to get footing any 
way. 

Sir Fran. Right! there's it! ay, couſin, I fee you 
know the world ! 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every 
well! but what ſaid my Lord to all this ? 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to ſerve 
you any. way that lies in my power; ſo gave me @ 
ſqueeze by the hond, as much as to ſay, give yourſelf 
no trouble I'll do your buſineſs ; with that he 
turn'd him abawt to ſome- body with a coloured ribbon a- 
_ croſs here, that look'd in my thowghts, as if he came 

for a place too. {7 | 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe hopes, you are to make 
your fortune! 

Sir Fran. Why, do you think there's ony doubt of 
it, Sir? 

Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt doubt about it 
for juſt as you have done, I made my fortune ten years 
ago. 
bir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a place, 
couſin, * | 


day 


7 
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Man. Nor I neither, upon my faith, couſin. But 
you perhaps may have better fortune: for 1 ſuppoſe my 
Lord has heard of what importance you were in the de. 
bate to-day You have been fince down at the 


houſe, I preſume ? 
Sir Fran, O yes! I would not negle& the houſe, for 


ever fo much. 
Man. Well, and pray what have they done there? 

Sir Fran, Why, troth! ] can't well tell you, what 
they have done, but I can tell you what 1 did: and [ 
think pretty well in the main ; only I happened to make 
a little miſtake at laſt indeed, 

Man. How was that ? 

Sir Fran, Why, they were all got there, into a fort 
of a puzziing debate, about the good of the nation 
and I were always for that, you know but in 
ſhort, the arguments were ſo long winded o' both ſides, 
that, waunds! I did no well underſtand 'em, haw- 
ſomever, I was convinc'd, and fo reſolved to vote right, 
according to my Conſcience ſo when they came to 
put the queſtion, as they call it. ] don't know haw 
twas but I doubt I cry'd ay! when J ſhould ha 
cry'd no! | 

Man. How came that about? 

Sir Fran. Why, by a miſtake, as I tell you 
for there was a good-humour'd ſort of a gentleman, one 
Mr. Totherfide I think they call him, that ſat next me, 
as ſoon as I had cry'd ay! gives me a hearty ſhake by 
the hand! Sir ſays he, you are a man of honour, and a 
true £ng/iſþman / and I ſhould be proud to be better ac- 
quainted with you —— and ſo with that, he takes me 
by the ſleeve, along with the crowd into the lobby, 
ſo, I knew nowght but ods-fleſh! I was got o 
the wrung fide the poſt— for I were told, afterwards, 
I ſhould have ſtaid where I was. ; 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your for- 
tune before, you have-clench'd it now ! == —= Ah ! thou 
head of the Mongbeads. | 

Sir Fran. Odſa! here's my lady come home at laſt 
a 1 hope, couſin, 1 ou will be ſo kind, as to take 


a family ſupper with us ? 
IN Man 
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Man. Another time, Sir Francis ; but to-night I am 
engaged ! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Mi/s Jenny, and Count Baſſet, 


Lady Wrong. Couſin ! your ſervant; I hope you will 
pardon my rudeneſs; but we have really been in ſuch a 
continual hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 
moment to return your laſt viſit. 

Man. O Madam! I am a man of no ceremony; you 
ſee that has not hindered my coming again. 

Lady Vrong. You are infinitely obliging; but I'll re- 
deem my credit with you. 

Man. At your own time, Madam. 

Count Ba/. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, madam ; if 
making people eaſy is the rule of good-breeding, he is 
certainly the beſt bred man in the world. | 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my acquaintance, I 
find—[ de] I am afraid, Sir, k ſhall grow vain upon 
your good opinion. | 

Count Baſ. I don't know that, Sir; but I am ſure, 
what you are pleas'd to ſay, makes me ſo. 

Man, The moſt impudent modeſty that ever I met 
with. Aſide. 

Lady Wreng. Lard ! how ready his wit 1s ? 22 

Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's 
a very fine gentleman ? 

Man. O! among the ladies, certainly. 

Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a lion: 
waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. 

Man. Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, take | 
care of your citadel. 

Sir Frau. Ah! you are wag, couſin. 

Man. | hope, Ladies, the town air continues tg agree 
with you? 

Fenny. O! perfectly well, Sir! Wehave been abroad 
in our new coach all day long and we have 


Apar 7. 


bought an ocean of fine things. And to-morrow we 
go to the maſquerade! and on Friday to the play! 
and on Saturday to the opera! and on Sunday we are 
io be at what d'ye call it — aſſembly, and ſee the 


ladies - 
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adies play at quadrille, and pique t and ombre, and 
hazard, and baſſet, and on Monday, we are to ſee the 
King ! and fo on Twg/day ——- _ 
Lady Vron. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let 
ur tongue run fo faſt, child —— you forgot! you 
now I brought you hither to learn modeſty. 
Mar, Yes, yes! and ſhe is improved with a vengeance— 
. | Afide 
| Feuny. Lawrd! Mama, I am ſure I did not FR: 
harm! and if one muſt not ſpeak in ones turn, one 
may be kept under .as long as one lives, for ought [ 
ee. 
Lady Mron. O! my conſcience, this girl grows fo 
headſtrong —— 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing ſpirit for 
you! Now tack it dawn, an' you can. 4 
Jenny. All J ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my 
couſin Manly. . | 
Man, My pretty dear, I am mightily obliged to you. 
Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. 
Lady Wron. Hold your tongue, I ſay. 
Jemy [T. —_ away and glowting,] I declare it, I 
won't bear it: ſhe is always ſnubbing me before you, 
Sir! I know why ſhe does it well enough 


[ A/fede to the Count 
Count Ba/. Huſh! huſh, my dear! don't be uneaſy 
at that! ſhe'll ſuſpect us. [ A/eae. 


xy. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care ] don't 
know, but I have as much reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſhe—- 
tho' perhaps I'm not ſo afraid of her. 
Count Ba/. [ Afide] I'gad, if I don't keep a tight 
hand on my tit here, ſhe'll run away with my project 
before I can bring it to bear. "OR IE 
Lady Vrong. | 4fide.] Perpetually hanging u im! 
The 1.2 ped Kain 25 wh 1 but I 
muſt not let them ſee I think ſo——and yet I can't bear 
it: Upon my life, Count, you'll ſpoil that forward 
ir! —you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 
Count Ba/. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing * 


her to obſerve what your Ladyſhip faid to her. 
3 Man, 


9 


A Journty toLonpon. 305 


Man, Yes, truly, her obſervations have been ſome- 
thing particular, | Jae. 

Count Ba/. In one word, Madam, ſhe has a) 
jealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to 
encourage her, to blind it; *twill be better to 
take no notice of her behaviour to me. 

Lady Mrong. You are right, I will be more 
cautious. | Abart. 

Count Baſ. To- morrow at the maſquerade, 
we may loſe her. 

Lady Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend 
you a note, and ſettle that affair go on 
with the girl, and don't mind me. * 

Count Ba/. 1 have been taking your part, my little 
angel. - 
ady Vron. Jenny come hither, child you 
mult not be ſo haſty my dear I only adviſe you for 
your good. \ 

Jenny. Yes, Mama; but when I am told of a thing 
— company it always makes me worſe, you 

now. 

Man. If I have any ſkill in the fair ſex; Miſs, and 
her Mama, have only quarrePd, becauſe they are both. 
of a mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made a 
very genteel ſtep into the family. [Aa. 

Enter Myrtilla. [Manly talks afar! with Ber.] 

Lady Yong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news have 
you brought us from V eminſter, to-day ? | 

Sir Fran, News, Madam ? I'cod ! I have ſome 
and ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell you 
——2 word in your car — ! have got a promiſe of a 
place at Court of a thouſand pawnd a year already. 

Lady Wrong. Have you ſo, Sir? And pray who may 

ou thank for't? Now! who is in the right? Is not this 

tter than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtinking 
pack of fox-hounds, in the country? Now your fa- 
mily may be the better for it! 

dir Fran, Nay ! that's what perſuaded me to come up, 
my Dove, 


Lady 
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Lady Wrong. Mighty well—come——let me have 
another hundred pound then. 

Sir Fran, Another! child ? Waunds! you have had 
one hundred this morning, pray what's become of that, 
my dear ? 

Lady Frong, What's become of it? why I'll ſhew 
you, my Love! Jenny! have you the bills about you? 

Fenny. Yes, Mama 

Lady Wrong. What's become of it? Why laid out, my 
dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced to borrow 
of the Count here. | 

Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly do 
neither There's th' account. 

Sir Fran. [Turning over the bills.] Let's ſee ! let's ſee! 
what the devil have we got here ? 

Man. Then you have ſounded your aunt you} 
ſay, and ſhe readily comes into all I propos d 
to you? 8 

r. Sir, I'll anſwer, with my life, ſhe 1s 
moſt thankfully yours in every article: ſhe | 
mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. Fart. 
Man. I am going home directly; bring 
her to my houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe 
makes good what you tell me, you ſhall both 
find your account in it. | 

Myr. She ſhall not fail you. F051 | 
Sir Fran, Ods-life, Madam, here's nothing but toys 
_ trinkets, and fans, and clock ſtockings, by whole- 

a 

Lady Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your credit, Sir Francis — Nay you ſee I am fo 
good a houſewife, that in neceſſaries for myſelf 1 have 

carce Jaid out a ſhilling. 

Sir Fran, No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the 
devil o' one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any 
occaſion for ! | 

Lady Wrong. My dear! do you think I came hither 
to live out of the — ? why, the greateſt diſtinction 
of a fine lady in this town is in the variety of pretty 
things ſhe has no occaſion for. 


Jenny. 
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Jenny. Sure, Papa, could you imagine, that women 
of quality wanted nothing but ſtays and petticoats ? 

Lady Wrong. Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man, So! the family comes on finely, Aae. 

Lady Wrong. Lard, if men were always to govern, 
what dowdies would they reduce their wives to ! 

Sir Fran, An hundred pound in the morning, and 
want another before night! waunds and fire! the Lard 
Mayor of London could not hold it at this rate! 

Man. O! do you feel it, Sir? | [ Hae, 

Lady Wrong, My dear, you ſeem uneaſy ; let me have 
the hundred pound, and compoſe yourſelf. 

Sir Fran, Compoſe the devil, Madam ! why do you 
conſider what a hundred pound a day comes to in- a 

ear ? 

: Lady Wrong My life, if I account with you from 
one day to another, that's really all my head is able 
to bear at a time But I'll tell you what I conſider 
———1I conſider that my advice has got you a thou- 
ſand pound a year this morning——— That now me- 
thinks you might conſider, Sir. | 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a year? wounds, madam, but 
I have not touch'd a penny of it yet! | | 

Man, Nor ever will, Pll anſwer for him, [ {hides 


Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ Rich. Feyther an you doan't come quickly, 
the meat will be coal'd : and I'd fain pick a bit with 
you, 4E 
Lady Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir F ancis ! you are not going 
to ſup by yourſelf ! . 

Sir Fran. No, but I am going to dine by myſelf, and 
that's pretty near the matter, Madam. ; 

Lady Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 
dear? we ſhall all eat in half an hour; and I was think- 
in to aſk my couſin Manly to take a family morſe] with 
us, | | 

Sir Fran, Nay, for my couſin's good company, I 
don't care if I ride a day's journey without baiting, 
Man, By no means, Sir Francis, I am going upan 
a little babes, Sir 
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Sir Fran, Well, Sir, I know you don't love compli. 
ments, | 

Man. You'll excuſe me, Madam 
Lady Wrong, Since you have buſineſs, Sir —— 


[ Exit Manly, 


Emer Mrs. Motherly. 


O, Mrs. Motherly ! you were ſaying this morning, you 
had ſome very fine lace to ſhew me can't I ſee it 
now ?\ | [ Sir Francis fares, 
Mob. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort of a 
prom iſe to Jet the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt fight 
of it for the birth-day: but your Ladyſhip 
Lady Wrong. O! I die if I don't ſee it before her. 
Squ. Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther ? 

Sir Frau. Waunds ! lad, I ſhall ha* noa þ Apart. 
ſtomach at this rate 5 
- Moth. Well, Madam, though I ſay it, tis the ſweeteſt 
pattern that ever came over and for fineneſs —— 
no cobweb comes up to it! | $i 
Sir Fran. Ods guts and gizard, Madam! lace as 
fine as a cobweb! why, what the devil's that to coſt 
now ? | | 14 
. Nay, Sir Francis does not like of it, Ma- 

Lady Wrong, He like it! dear Mrs, Motherly, he is 
not to wear it. 265 
N. Fran, Fleſh, Madam, but I fuppoſe I am to pay 

r it. | A 

Lady Wrong. No doubt on't ! think of your thouſand 
a year, and who got it you, go! eat your dinner, and 
be thankful, go. [Driving him to the door. ]. Come, 
Mrs. \Motherly. | | 1 
[Exit Lady Wronghead with Mrs. Motherly. 
Sir Fran. Very fine! ſo here I mun faſt, till I am, 
almoſt famiſhed for the good of my country ; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred pounds a day in 
lace as fine as a cobweb, for the honour of my fami- 
ly p ods-fleſh ; things had need go on 7 this rate! 

ua. 5. 2— 00 me eytner. L 
- N 2 . "IF : IE: Sir Francis. 
Enter 
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- Enter Mrs, Motherly, 
Moth. Madam, my Lady defires you and the Count 


will pleaſe to come and affiſt her fancy in ſome of the 


new laces. | | 
Count Ba/. We'll wait upon her — | 
| + [Exit Mrs. Motherly, 

Jenny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 
bear to leave us together. 

Count Ba/. No matter, my dear: you know ſhe has 
aſk'd me to ſtay ſupper : ſo when your papa and ſhe are 
a-bed, Mrs Myrtilla will let me into 2 houſe again; 
then you may ſteal into her chamber, and we'll have a 
pretty ſheaker of puch together. ; 
ors Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any 
thing. 

Vs Well! that will be pure! 

Count a/. But you had beit go to her alone, my life: 
it will look better if I come after you. 

Jenny, Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow you know at 
the maſquerade. And then !——hey! O, Tl have a 
huſband! ay, marry, &C. [ Exit ſinging. 

Ah. So, Sir! am not I very commede to you? : 

Count Ba/. Well, child, and don't you find your ac- 
count in it? did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe 
to one another? 

Myr, Well, but how ſtands your affair with Miſs, in 
the main ? 

Count Ba/. O ſhe's mad for the maſquerade ! it drives 
like a nail, we want nothing now but a- parſon, to 
clinc1 it. Did not your aunt ſay ſhe could get one at 
a ſhort warning ? ; 
Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's chaplain is ker 
couſin, you know; he'll do your buſineſs and mine, at 
the ſame time. 1 
| Count Ba O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint 
uni ? 

Myr. Why, you know my Lady Toxwnly's houſe is al- 
ways open- to the maſques upcn a ball-night, before 
they go to the Hay-market, 
Count B/. Good. 
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Myr. Now the Doctor purpoſes, we ſhould all come 
thither in our habits, and when the rooms are full, we 
may ſteal up into his chamber, he ſays, and there 
crack——he”ll give us all canonical commiſſion to go 
to bed together. 

Count Ba/. Admirable! Well, the devil fetch me, if 
| 1 not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, 
child. . 

Myr. And may the black gentleman tuck me under 
his arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think myſelf 

oblig'd to you, as long as I live. 

Count By/. One kiſs for old acquaintance ſake—— 
I'gad I ſhall want to be buſy again! 

Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly will find you em- 
ployment : but I muſt run to my ſquire. 

Count Ba/. And II to the ladies — . ſo your humble 
ſervant, ſweet Mrs. Wrong head. | 

Myr. Yours, as in duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſſet. [ Exit Myr, 

Count Ba/. Why ay! Count! That title has been 
of ſome uſe to me indeed! not that I have any more 

nce to it, than I have to a blue ribband. Yet, I have 
made a pretty conſiderable figure in life with it: I have 
loll'd in my own chariot, dealt at aſſemblies, din'd 
with Ambaſſadors, and made one at quadrille, with the 
firſt women of quality But — —Tempora mutantur 
— — ſince that damn'd ſquadron at White's have left 
me out of their laſt ſecret, I am reduced to trade upon 
my own ſtock of induſtry, and make my laſt puſh upon 
a wife: if my card comes up right (which I think can't 
fail) I ſhall once more cut a 7 ure, and cock my hat 
in the face of the beſt of them! for ſince our modern 
men of fortune are grown wiſe enough to be ſharpers : 
I think ſharpers are fools that don't take up the airs of 
men of quality, [ Exit 
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SCENE, L:rd Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Manly and Lady Grace, 


Man. HER E's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 
your mind, to day: is it unfit to truſt me 
with 1t ? 5 
Lady Grace, Since you will know————my ſiſter 
then unhappy woman! 
Man. What of her? 
Lady Grace. J fear is on the brink of ruin! 
Man. 1 am ſorry for it — what has happened ? 
Lady Grace, Nothing ſo very new! but the continual 
repetition of it, has at laſt rais'd my brother to an in- 
temperance that I tremble at. | 
Mar. Have they had any words upon it ? 
Lady Grace. He has not ſeen her ſince yeſterday, 
Man. What, not at home all night! | 
Lady Grace. About five this morning in ſhe came! 
but with ſuch looks, and ſuch an equipage of misfortunes 
at her heels what can become of her ? 
Man. Has not my lord ſeen her, ſay you? 
I ady Grace. No! he chang'd his bed laſt night—=— 
I fat with him alone till twelve, in expectation of 
her: but when the clock had ſtruck, he ſtarted from his 
chair, and grew incens'd to that degree, that had I not, 
almoſt on my knees, diſſuaded him, he had ordered 
* doors that inſtant to have been locked againſt 
er. a 
Man, How terrible is his ſituation ? when the moſt 
juſtifiable ſ:verities he can uſe againſt her, are liable 
to be the mirth of all the diſſolute card-tables in 


town! 
Lady 
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Lady Grace. Tis that, I know, has made him bear ſo 

long: but you that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will aſſiſt 
him to ſupport his honour, and, if poſlible, preſerve 
his quiet ! therefore I. beg you don't leave the houſe, 
*till one or both of them can be wrought to better 
temper. | 

Man. How amiable is this concern, in you! 

Lady Grace. For heaven's fake don't mind me, but 
think of ſomething to preſerve us all. 

Man. I ſhall not take the merit of obeying your com- 
mands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord ——but pray, Ma- 
dam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince yeſternight. 

Lady Grace. When my intreaties h 2 upon 
my Lord, not to make a ſtory for the town, by fo 
public a violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 
doors; he order'd the next apartment to my lady's 
to be made ready for him while that was doin 
l try'd by all the little arts I was miſtreſs of 
to amuſe him into temper; in ſhort, a ſilent grief was 
all I could reduce him to—-=— on this, we took our 
leaves, and parted o our repoſe: what his was, I 
imagine by my own: for I ne'er clos'd my eyes. About 
five, as I told you, J heard my lady at the door; fo J 
ſlipt on a gown, and ſat almoſt an hour with her in her 
own chamber, 

Man. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord 
there ? . | | 

Lady Grace, O! fo far from being ſhock'd or alarm'd 
at it; that ſhe bleſt the occaſion! and ſaid that in her 
condition, the chat of a female friend was far preferable 
to the be# huſband's company in the world. 

Man. Where has ſhe ſpirits to ſupport ſo much in- 
ſenſibility ? | 
lady Grace. Nay! it's incredible! for though ſhe 
had: loſt every ſhilling ſhe had in the world, and 
ſtretch'd her credit ev'n to breaking; ſhe-rallied her 
own follies with ſuch vivacity, and painted the penance, 
ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
lights, that had not my concern for a brother been 
too ſtrong for her wit, ſhe had a'moſt diſarm'd my 
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Man. Her mind may have another caſt by this time : 
the moſt flagrant diſpoſitions have their, hours of an- 
guiſh; which their pride conceals from company; 
but pray, Madam, how could ſhe avoid coming down 
to dine? | | 

Lady Grace. O! ſhe took care of that before ſhe went 
to bed; by ordering her woman, whenever ſhe wes 
aſk'd for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. | | 

Man. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume ? 

Lady Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 

Man, Terrible! What a figure does ſhe make now! 
That nature ſhould throw away ſo much beauty upon a 
creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly uſe of it! | 

Lady Grace. O fy! there is not a more elegant beauty 
in town, when ſhe's dreſt. of 

Man. In my eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, has 
ten times her elegance; 

Lady Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 
for 8 I ſee her chocolate going up—— Mrs. Trafty, 
—à nem! As 


Mrs. Truſty comes to the door. 


Man. [ 4/ide] Five o'clock in the afternoon, for a lady 
of quality's breakfaſt, is an elegant hour indeed ! which 
to ſhew her more police way of living too, I preſume, 
ſhe eats in her bed. 

Lady Grace. [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, 
I would be glad ſhe would let me come to her toilet 
— That's all, Mrs. Hy. 

Truſty, I will be ſure to let her ladyſhip know, Ma- 
m. | [ Exir Mrs. Truſty. 


Enter a Servant. 


Po 
& 


Serv. Sir Francis Wrenghead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak 
with you, 

Man, He comes unſeaſonably—— —what ſhall I do 
with him! | | 
Lady Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 
9 r in the mean while I'll ſlep in, and have. 

o. II. 


214 The PROVOK'D HUS BAND; or, 


an eye upon my brother. Nay, nay, don't mind me 
have buſineſs. —— — 


Man. You mult be obey'd — — | 
| Retreating while Lady Grace goes out, 
Defire Sir Francis to walk in * [ Exit _ 


I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe worſhip begins to find, 


_ the balance of his journey to Londen is on the wrong 
e. 


Enter Sir Francis. 


Sir Francis, your ſervant; how came I by the favour of 
this extraordinary viſit ? 
Sir Fran, Ah! couſin! | 

Man. Why that ſorrowful face, man? 
Sir Fran. I have no friend alive but you 

Man. I am ſorry for that=———but what's the 
matter ? 

Sir Fran. I have play'd the fool by this journey, I 
fee now for my bitter wife—— 

Man. What of her? 

Sir Fran. 1s playing the devil! 

Man. Why truly, that's a part that moſt of your fine 
ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to. London. | 
Sir Fran. If Lam a living man, couſin, ſhe has made 
away with above two hundred and fifty pounds fince 
yeſterday morning | 

Man. Hah! I ſee a good houſewife will do a preat 
deal of work in a little time. 

Sir Fran. Work do they call it! fine work indeed! 
Man. Well, but how do you mean made away with it? 
What, ſhe has laid it out, may be-— but | ſuppole you 
have. an account of it, 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the account indeed; 
but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one, 

Man, Pray, let's hear. 

Sir Fran, Why, firſt I let her have an hundred and 
fifty, to get things handſom about her, to let the world 
ſee that I was ſome- body! and J thought that ſum 


ve nteel. 
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Man. Indeed I think ſo; and in the country, might 


have ſerv'd her a twelve-month. 

Sir Fran, Why ſo it might but here in this 
fine tawn, forſooth ! it could not get through four and 
twenty hours for in half that time, it was all 
ſquandered away in baubles, and new faſhion'd 
trumpery. 

Man. O! for ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceſſary. 

Sir Fran. Noa, theere's the plague on't! the devil 
o' one uſeful thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lac'd 
ſhoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three pound three ſhillings 
a pair too. 

Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have city 
wives here, that while their good man is ſelling three 
penny worth of ſugar, will give you twenty pound for 
a ſhort apron. | | 

Sir Fran, Mercy on us! what a mortal poor devil is 
a huſband ! 

Man. Well, but I hope you have nothing elſe to com- 
plain of ? | 

Sir Fran. Ah would I could ſay fo too—but there's 
another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my heart, 
than all that went before it. 

Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of ? 

Sir Fran, Troth I am almoſt aſhamed to tell you. 

Man. Out with it. 

Sir Fran, Why ſhe has been at an aſſembly. 

Man. What, fince | ſaw you! I thought you had all 
ſupt at home laſt night? 

Sir Fran, Why, ſo we did 


and all as merry as 


grigs- I'cod ! my heart was ſo open, that I toſs'd 


another hundred into her apron, to go out early this 
morning with but the cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my lady Townly here, (——who 
between you and I mum ! has had the devil to pay 
yonder——) with another rantipole dame of quality, 
and out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce ber 
at my Lady Neble's aſſembly forſooth—a few words, 

O 2 you 


316 ThePRovok'd HusBanp; or, 


you may be ſure, made the bargain — —ſo, bawnce ! 
and away they drive as if the devil had got into the 
coach box—ſo about four or five in the morning 
home comes Madam, with her eyes a foot deep in ker 
head and my poor hundred pound left behind her 
at the hazard-table, 

Man. All loft at dice! 

Sir Iran. Every ſhilling among a parcel of 
pig-tail puppies, and pale fac'd women of quality, ; 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after you 
found her ſo ill an houſewife of one ſum, ſo ſcon to 
truſt her with another? 

Sir Fran, Why truly I mun ſay that was partly my 

own faut: for if | had not been a blab of my 
tongue, 1 believe that lait hundred might have been 
ſav'd. | | 

Man. How fo? © 

Sir Fran, Why, like an owl as I was, out of good- 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in humour, 1 muſt 
needs tell her of the thouſand pound a year, I had juſt 
got the promiſe of—I'cod! the lays her claws upon 
it that, moment ſaid it was all owing to her 
advice, and truly ſhe would have her ſhare on't. 

Man, What, before you had it yourſelf? 

Sir Fran, Why ay! that's what I told her My 
dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt quarter 
on't this half year. EY : 

Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you with a great 
deal of patience, and | really feel compaſhon for 

ou. 
f Sir Fran. Tiuly and well you may couſin, for I 
don't ſee that my wite's goodneſs is a bit the better, for 
bringing to Londen. | 

Man. If you remember I gave you a hint of it. 

Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: but the 
devil himſelf could not have beliey'd ſhe would have rid 
poſt to him. . 

an. Sir, if you ſtay but a fortnight in this town 

| you 
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you will every day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the gallop, 


as ſlie is. 

Sir Fran. Ah! this London is a baſe place indeed 
waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me 
at of ie; pack at this rate, how the devil ſhall I keep 
out of jail ! 

Man, Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to 
avoid it. 

Sir Fran, Ah! wou'd you could tell me that, couſin. 
Man. The way hes plain before you, Sir; the fame 
road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again, . a 
511 Fran. Ods-fleſh! couſin, what! and leave a thou- 
ſand pound a year behind me ? 

Man Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you, but 
your family, and you are a ſaver by it. 

Sir Fran, Ay, but conſider, couſin, what a ſcurvy. 
figure I ſhall make in the country, if I come dawn 
withawt it! 

Man. You will make a much more lamentable figure 
in jail without it, 

Sir Fran, Mayhap *at yow have no great opinion of it 
then, couſin ? | 

Man. Sir Francis, to do you the ſervice of & real 
friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't yet 
{ee half the ruin that's before you. 

Sir Fran. Good-lack.! how may yow mean, couſin ? 

Man, In one word, your whole affairs ſtand thus 
. In a week you'll loſe your ſeat at Wefmin- 
ſter e In a fortnight my lady will run you into jail, 
by keeping the beſt company In four and 


twenty hours, your daughter will run away with a 
ſharper, becauſe ſhe han't been us'd to better com- 
pany : and your ſon will fteal into marriage with a 
caſt-miſtreſs, becauſe he has not been us'd to any com- 
pany at all, 

sir Fran, P'th' name of goodneſs why ſhould you 
think all this ? | 


O 3 Man. 
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Man, Becauſe I have proof of it; in ſhort, I know 
ſo much of their ſecrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your power to do it to-mor. 
row morning. : 

Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten me 
Well, Sir, I will be govern'd by yow : but what am [ 
to do in this caſe ? 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper in- 
ſtructions: but about eight this evening, I'll call at your 
lodgings; and there you ſhall have full conviction, how 
much I have it at heart to ferve you. 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, my Lord defires to ſpeak with you. 


Man. I'll wait upon him. | 
Sir Fran, Well then, I'Il go ſtraight home, naw, 
Man. At eight depend upon me. LC 
Sir Fran. Kh dear couſin ! I fhall be bound to you 
as long as I live. Mercy deliver us! what a terrible 


journey have I made on't! [Exeunt ſeverally, 
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The SCENE opens to a dreſſing | rom. Lady 
Fownly, as juft up, walks to her toilet, leaning 


on Mrs Tru 


Truſt. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady- 
ſhip 10 out of order ! 

Lady Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one 
is kill'd for want of ſleep ? | | 

Trufty. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
Madam, I was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been finely 
compos'd. | 

Lady Tewn. Compos'd! why I have laid in an inn 
here! this houſe is worſe than an inn with ten ſtage- 
coaches | What between my lord's impertinent people 
of buſineſs in a morning, and the intolerable thick 
ſhoes of footmen at noon, one has not à wink all 


night. 3 
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Tray. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity my Lord 
can't be perſuaded into the hours of people of quality 
—-——- Though I muſt ſay that, Madam, your La- 
dyſhip is certainly the beſt matrimonial manager in 
town, 

Lady Toon Oh! you are quite miſtaken, 7rufty ! I 
manage very ill! for notwithſtanding all the power I 
have, by never being over-fond of my lord yet 
want money infinitely oftner than he is willing to 

ive it me. 

Trufly. Ah, if his lordſhip could but be brought to 
play himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is 
to want money. 

Lady Town, Oh! don't talk of it! do you knaw that 
I am undone, 7 0 ? 

Trufty. Mercy forbid, Madam 

I ady Town, Broke! ruin'd ! plunder' d ſtripp'd, 
even to a confiſcation of my laſt guinea, | 
 Trufty, You don't tell me ſo, Madam! 

Lady Townly, And where to raiſe ten pound in the 
world —— What is to be done Trug? | 

Trufty. Truly, L with I was wiſe enough to tell yoo, 
Medam: but may be your Iladyſhip may have a run of 
better fortune, upon fame of the good company that 
comes here to-night. 

Lady Town, But I have not a ſingle guinca to try my 
fortune ! 

Truly. Ha! that's a bad bufineſs indeed, Madam 
Adad ! I have a thought in my head, Madam, if it is 
not roo late | 

Lady Town. Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee ? 

Truſty. Has not the ſteward ſomething of fifty pound, 
Madam, that you left in his hands to pay ſomebody - 
about this time ? | 
Lady Town. O! ay! I had forgot-—*twas to- a 
what's his filthy name? | 

Truly. Now I remember, Madam, twas to Mr. Lute- 
firing, your old mercer, that your ladyſhip turn'd off, 

: "WS about 
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about a year ago, becauſe he would truſt you no 
longer, | 
Lady Town. The very wretch ! if he has not paid it, 
run quickly, dear 7 »/y, and bid him bring it hither 
immediately ——=——{ Exit: Truſty] Well! ture mor- 
tal woman never had ſuch fortune! five! five, and 
nine, againſt poor ſeven for ever! — No! after 
that horrid bar of my chance, that Lady W onghead's 
fatal red fiſt upon the table, I ſaw it was impoſlible, 
ever to win another ſtake —Sit up all night! 
loſe all one's money! dream of winning thouſands ! 
wake without a ſhilling! and then how like a hag 
1 look ! In ſhort — —the pleaſures of life are not 
worth this diſorder ! If it were not for ſhame now, I 
 eould almoſt think, Lady Grace's ſober ſcheme not 
quite ſo ridiculous ———-If my wiſe lord could but 
hold his tongue for a week, tis odds, but I ſhould hate 
the town in a fortnight—————But I will not be driven 
out of it, that's poſitive | 


4 


[Truſty returns, 
Trufly, O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr, 
Luteſtring was juſt let in at the door, as I came to the 
ſtair-foot! and the ſteward is now actually paying him 
the money in the hall. | | 
Lady Town. Run to the ftair caſe head, again ——— 
and ſcream to him, that I muſt ſpeak with him this in- 
ſtant. [ Truſty runs out, and ſpeaks 
Trufly, Mr. Peundage———a hem! Mr.) 
Poundage, a word with you quickly, 
Pound, [within,) I'll come to you pre- 
ently, 8 44 
 Trufty. Preſently won't do, man, you muſt | 
- come this minute, | \ evithout, 
Pound, I am but juſt paying a little money, | 
here. | 
Trufty. Cods my life! paying money? is 
the man diſtracted? come here I tell you, 
to my lady, this moment, quick ! | 


Trufty returns. 
: Lady 


T ady Town, Will the monſter come or no ?—— 

Trufty. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobbling 
up, as faſt as he can. 

Lady Yown, Don't let him come in- for he will keep 
ſuch a babbling about his accounts, — my brain is not 
able to bear him. 
[Poundage comes to the deer with a money-bag 
in his hund. 

Truſty. O! it's well you are come, Sir! where's the 
fifty-pound ? 

Pound. Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch 
baſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time — the man's 
now 1 a receipt, below, for it. 

Trufly. No matter! my lady ſays, you muſt not pay 
him with that money, there is not enough, it ſeems; 
there's a piſtole and a. guinea: that's not good, in it 
beſides there is a miſtake in the account too 
[7 itching the bag frem him.] But ſhe is not at leiſure 
to examine it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr. What-d'ye- 
call- um call another time. 

Lady Town; What is all that noiſe there? 

Pound, Why and it pleaſe your | adyſhip —- 

Lady Town. Pr'ythee! don't plague me now, but do 
as you were order'd. 

Pecurd. Nay,, what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam — 

| [Exit Poundage 

Tru/?y, There they are, Madam — [| Pcurs the money 
out of the bas.) The pretty things were ſo near 
falling into a naſty tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made! 
me tremble for them I fancy your ladyſhip had as 
good give me that bad guinea, for luck's ſake — thank 
you, Madam. [Takes a guinea. 

Lady Town, Why,. I did not bid you take it. 

Truſty. No, but your ladyſhip Jook'd as if you were 
juſt going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to ſave. you 
the trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 


Lady Town, Well! thou haſt deferv'd it, and ſo ſor 


—but hark! don't J hear the man making a 


ance 


A Journey I London. 327 


| O 5. noi. e. 


| TY 


j 
4 
1 
| 
| 


222 The PRovor'd HUSBAND: or 
32 5 OF, 


noiſe yonder ? though I think now we may compound 
for a little of his ill humour 

Trufty. I'll liſten. | 

Lady Town. Pry'thee do. [Truſty goes to the door. 

Trufty. Ay! they are at it, Madam — he's in a bitter 
* with poor Poundage bleſs me! I believe 

e' beat him —— — mercy on us; how the wretch 

ſwears ! | 

Lady Town. And a ſober citizen too ! that's a ſhame ! 

Trufty. Ha! I think all's filent, of a ſudden —— 
may be the porter has knock'a him down — I'Il ſtep and 
ſee (Exit Truſty. 

Lady Town. Thoſe trades-people are the trovbleſomeſt 
creatures! no words will ſatisfy them! 


un returns. 

Trufty. O Madam! undone! undone! my lord has 
juſt bolted out upon the man, and is hearing all his 
pitiful tory over — if your ladyſhip pleaſes to come 
hither, you may hear him yourſelf ! 

Lady Town. No matter: it will come round pre- 
fently : I ſhall have it all from my Lord, without loſing a 
word by the way, Il warrant you. 

Traſty. O lud! Madam! here's my lord juſt com- 
ing in. 

Lady Town, Do you get out of the way then. [ Exit 
Truſty.] Jam afraid I want ſpirits! but he will ſoon 
grve *em me. | 

Enter Lord Townly. 


Lord Town. How comes it, Madam, that a tradeſman 
dares be clamorous in my houſe, for money due to him, 
from you? | 

Lady Town. You don't expect, my lord, that I ſhould 
anſwer for other peoples impertinence ! . | 

Lord Town. I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 
your own extravagances, that are the occaſion of it 
J thought I had given you money three months ago, to 
fatisfyall theſe fort of people! 


Lad 
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; LOG Town, Yes, but you ſee they are never to be ſa- 
tisned, 

Lord Town, Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd 
thus! what's become of the laſt five — 4. I gave 
you ? 

Lady Town. Gone. | 

Lord Town. Gone! what way, Madam ? 
Lady Town. Half the town over, I believe, by this 
time, | 
Lord Town, Tis well! I fee ruin will make no im- 
preſton, ?till it falls upon you. 

Lady Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if money is always 
the ſubject of our converſation, I ſhall make you no 
anſwer. | 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam! I will be heard, and 
make you anſwer, | 

| ady Town, Make me! then I muſt tell you, my 
Lord, this.1s a language I have not been us'd to, and [ 
won't bear it. 

Lord Toon. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a 
great deal more before I part with you. 

Lady Town, My Lord, if you inſult me, you will 
have as much to bear, on your ſlide, | can aſſure you. 

Lord Town. Pooh! your ſpirit grows ridiculous 
you have neither honour, worth, or innocence, to ſup- 

ort it! 
Lat Town, You'll find, at leaſt, I have reſentment ! 
and do you look well to the provocation! 

Lord Town. After thoſe you have given me, Madam, 
*tis almoſt infamous to talk with you. b 

Lady Town. I ſcorn your imputation and your me- 
naces! The narrowneſs of your heart's your monitor! 
' *tis there! there, my lord, you are wounded; you 
have leſs to complain of than many huſbands of an 
equal rank to you. 

Lord Town. Death, Madam! do you preſume upon. 


: 


your corporal merit! that your perſon's leſs tainted, 
than your mind! is it there! there alone an honelt 


buſband can be injur'd? Have yow not every other: 
vice: 


| 
| 
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vice that can debaſe your birth, or ſtain the heart of 
woman ? Is not your health, your beauty, huſband, 
fortune, family diſclaim'd, for nights conſumed in 
riot and extravagance? The wanton does no more; 
if ſhe conceals her ſhame, does leſs: And ſure the diſ- 
ſolute avow'd, as ſorely wrongs my honour, and my 


quiet, 
Lady Toon. I ſee, my Lord, what fort of wife might 
pleaſe you. 


Lord Traun. Ungrateful woman! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her — I am amaz'd 
our legiſlature has left no precedent of a divorce for 
this more viſible injury, this adultery of the mind, as 
well as that of the perſon! when a woman's whole 
heart is alienated to pleaſures J have no ſhare in, what 
is t to me whether a black ace, or a powder'd cox. 
comb has poſſeſſion of it? 

Lady Town. If you have not found it yet, my lord, 
this is not the way to get poſſeſſion of mine, depend 

on it. 

1 ord Town, That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; 
and fince our happineſs cannot be mutual, 'tis fit, that, 
with our hearts, our. perſons too ſhould ſeparate, —— 
This houſe you ſleep no more in! tho' your content 
might groſly feed upon the diſhonour of a huſband, 
your my deſires would ſtarve upon the features of a 
wife, >; 

Lady Town. Your file, my lord, is much of the ſame 
delicacy with your ſentiments of honour. 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam! this is no time for 
compliments | have done with you. 

Lady Town, If we had never met, my Lord, I had 
not broke my heart for it! but have a care | may 
rot, perhaps, be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 

Lord Town. Recall'd—Who's there ! 


Enter a Servant. 


Deſre my fiſter and Mr 1'ar/y to walk up. 


Lady Town, My Lord, you may proceed as you eas; 
ut 
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but pray what indiſcretions have I committed, that are 


not daily practis'd by a hundred other women of 
quality ? 

Lord Town, Tis not the number of ill wives, A“ adam, 
that makes the patience of a huſband leſs contemptible: 
and thougha bad one may be the beſt man's lot, yet 
he'll make a better figure-in the world, that keep's his 
misfortunes out of doors, than he that tamely keeps 
her within, 

Lady Town. I don't know what figure you may 
make, my Lord, but I ſhall have no reaſon to be aſham'd 
of mine in whatever company I may meet you. 

Lord Town. Be ſparing of your ſpirit, Madam, you'll 
need it to ſupport you. 


Enter Lady Grace and Manly. 


Mr. Manly, I have an act of friendſhip to beg of you, 
+ cp; wants more apologies, than words can make 
or it, 

Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the greater merit in obliging you. 1 

Lord Town. Siſter, I have the ſame excuſe to intreat 
of you too. 9, | 

Lady Grace. To your requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 

Lord Town, Thus then——as you both were preſent 
at my ill confidered marriage, I now deſire you each will 
be a witneſs of my determin'd ſeparation I know, 
Sir, your good nature, and my ſiſter's muſt be ſhock'd 
at the office I impoſe on you! but as I don't afk your 
juſtification of my cauſe ; ſo I hope you are conſcious 
——— that an ill woman can't reproach you, if you are 
filent, upon her fide. | 

Van, My lord, | never thought, *till now, it could 
be difficult to oblige you. 

Lady Grace. [ Aſide.] Heaven's! how I tremble! 

Lord Texwn. For you, my lady Townly, I need not. 
here repeat the provocations of my parting with you 
the world, I fear, is too well informed of them — For 
the good lord, your dead father's fake, I will ſtill ſup- 

the. port 


i 
| 
! 
J 
ö 
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port you, as his daughter As the lord Townly's 
wife, you have had every thing a fond huſband could 
beſtow, and (to our mutual itame I ſpeak it) more 
than happy wives deſire — But thoſe indulgences muſt 
end! State, equipage and ſplendor, but ill become the 
vices that miſuſe em The decent neceſſaries of 
life ſhall be ſaupply'd —— but not one article to luxu- 
ry! Not even the coach that waits to carry you from 
hence, ſhall you ever uſe again! Your tender aunt, my 
Lady Lovemore, with tears, this morning has con- 
ſented to receive you; where if time, and your condi- 
tion brings you to a due reffection, your allowance ſhall 
be increas d But if you ſtill are laviſh of your little, 
or pine for paſt licentious pleaſures, that little ſhall be 
leſs! nor will I call that ſoul my friend, that names you 
in my hearing! 

Lady Grace. My heart bleeds for her. [ Aide. 

Lord Town, O Man'y! look there! turn back thy 
thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing love; 
there was a time when I believ'd that form incapable of 
vice or of decay! There I propoſed the partner of an 
eaſy home! There! I, for ever hoped to find, a chear- 
ful companion, an agreeable intimate, a faithful friend, 
a uſeful help-mate, and à tender mother —— But oh! 
how bitter now the diſappointment ! | 

Man. The world is different in its ſenſe of happineſs : 
offended as you are, I know you ſtill will be juſt. 

Lord Town. Fear me not. | 

Man. This la t reproach, I fee, has ſtruck her. [Aab 

Lord Town. No, let me not (though | this moment caſt 
ber from my heart for ever) let me not urge her puniſh- 
ment beyond her crimes I know the world 1s 
fond of any tale that feeds its appetite of ſcandal: and 
as I am conſcious, ſeverities of this kind ſeldom fail of 
imputations too groſs to mention, I here before you 
both acquit her of the leaſt ſuſpicion rais'd againſt the 
honour of my bed. Therefore when abroad her con- 


duct may be queſtion'd, do her fame that juſtice. 


Lady 
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Lady Town. O filter ! [Tarns to lady Grace ö 

Lord Town. When I am ſpoken of, — 
favour this action may be canvaſs'd, relate but half my 
provocations, and give me up to cenſure. Going. 


Lady Town, Support me! ſave me! hide me from the 
world ! [ Falls on Lady Grac e'sneck, 


Lord Town. | Returning.) — I had forgot me—You 
have no ſhare in my reſentment ; therefore, as you have 
liv'd in friendſhip with her, your parting may admit 
of gentler terms than ſuit the honour of an injur'd huſ- 
band. [ Offers to go out. 

Man. | Interpofing.] My lord, you muſt not, ſhall not 
leave her thus! one moment's ſtay can do your cauſe 
no wrong ! If looks can ſpeak the anguiſh of the heart, 
Ill anſwer with my life, there's ſomething labouring in 
her mind, that would you bear the hearing, might de- 
ſerve it. | 

Lord Town. Conſider! fince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my ftaying to inſult her, 

Lady Town, Yet ſtay my lord-—the little J would 
ſay, will not deſerve an inſult ; and undeſerv'd, I know 
your nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in friends, 
to witneſs your reſentment, let them be equal hearers 
of my laſt reply. 

a 29 Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam be 
It 10, 
Lady Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd I 
wanted love; but as you kindly have allowed | never 
on it to another; ſo when you hear the ſtory of my 

eart, though you may ſtill complain, you will not won- 
der at my coldneſs. 

Lady Grace. This promiſes a reverſe of temper. 

[ Apart, 

Man. This, my lord, you are concern'd to hear! 

Lord Town. Proceed, I am attentive. 

Lady Town, Before 1 was your bride, my Lord, the 
fattering world had talk'd me into beauty; which, at 
my glaſs, my youthful vanity confirm'd : wild Wd 
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that fame, I thought mankind my ſlaves, I triumph'd' 
.over hearts while all my pleaſure was their pain : yet 
was my own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that when a 
father's firm commands enjoin'd me to make choice of 
one, I even there declin'd the liberty he gave, and to 
his own election yielded ap my youth —— his tender 
care, my Lord, directed him to you—— Our hands 
were join'd! But flill my heart was wedded to its folly! 
My only joy was power, command, ſociety, profule- 
neſs, and to lead in pleaſures! The huſband's right to 
rule, I thought a vulgar law, which only the deform'd 
or meanly ſpirited obey'd I knew no directors, but 
my paſſions ; no maſter but my will! even you, my lord, 
ſome time o'ercome by love, was pleas'd with my 
delights ; nor, then foreſaw this mad miſuſe of your 
indulgence And, though i call myſelf ungrateful, 
while I own it, yet as a trath, it cannot be deny'd 
— That kind indulgence has undone me! it 
added ſtrength to my habitual failings, and in a heart 
thus warm, in wild unthinking life, no wonder if the 
gentler ſenſe of love was loſt. | 
Lord Town. O Manly! where has this crea- : 
ture's heart been buried? 1 
Man. If yet recoverable — How vaſt a woe 
treaſure ? 9 
Lady Town. What I have ſaid, my lord, is not my 
excuſe, but my confeſſion ! my errors (give 'em if you 
pleaſe, a. harder name) cannot be defended | No! What's 
10 its nature wrong, no words can palliate, no plea can 
alter! What then remains in my condition but reſigna- 
tion to your pleaſure ? Time onlycan convince you of 
my future conduct: Therefore till I have liv'd an ob- 
jet of forgiveneſs, | dare not hope for pardon —— 
he penance of a lonely contrite life were little to the 
innocent; but to have deſerv'd this ſeparation, will 
ſtrew perpetual thorns upon my pillow, 
Lady Grace. O happy, heavenly hearing! 


Lady 
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Tady Town, Siſter, farewel ! [K ng ber.] Your 


virtue needs no warning from the ſhame that falls on 


me: but when you think I have aton'd my follies 


pa — perſuade your injur'd brother to forgive 
tnem, 

Lord Town, No, Madam ! Your errors thus renounc'd, 
this inſtant are forgatten ! So deep, ſo due a ſenſe of 
them, has made you, what my utmoſt withes form'd, and 
all my heart has ſigh'd for. i 

Lady Town. [Turning to Eady Grace.] How -odious 
does this goodneſs make me 

Lady Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo ? 

Lord Teæun. Long-parted friends, that paſs through 
eaſy voyages of life, receive but common gladneſs in 
their meeting: but from a ſhipwreck ſav'd, we — — 
tears with our embraces! _ | Embracing Lady Townly. 

Lady Town, What words! what love! what duty 
can repay ſuch obligations | 

Lord Town, Preferve but this deſire to pleaſe, your 
power is endleſs, 2 

Lady Town, Oh! ——*till this moment, never did I 
know, my Lord, I had a heart to give you! | 

Lord Town, By heav'n this yielding hand, when firſt 
it gave you to my wiſhes, preſented not a treaſure more 
defirable! O Manly! ſiſter! as you have often ſhar'd 
in my diſquiet, partake of my felicity ! my new-born 
Joy ! ſee here the bride of my deſires! this may be 
called my wedding-day ! : ; 

Lady Grace, Siſter! (for now methinks that name is 
dearer to my heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
happineſs that opens to you. : 

Man, Long, long and mutual may it low—— 

Lord Town. To make cur happineſs compleat, my 
dear, join here with me to give a hand, that amply will 
repay the obligation, | : | 

Lady Town. Siſter | a day like this 


Lady Grace, Admits of no excuſe againſt the general 
joy. 88 [ Gives her hand to Manly. 


Man. 


5 
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Man, A joy like mine ————defſpairs of words to 
ſpeak it. | 
Lord Town. O Manly! how the name of friend en. 
dears the brother ! [ Embracing him, 
%,. Your words, my Lord, will warn me to deſerye 
them. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv, My Lord, the apartments are full of maſque- 
raders —— And iome people of quality there deſire to 
ſee yuur Lordſhip and my Lady. 

Lady Town. | thought, my Lord, your orders had 
forbid this revelling? 

Lord Town, No, my dear, Manly has deſir'd their ad- 
mittance to-night, it ſeems, upon a particular occaſion 
—— —Say we will wait upon them inſtantly, 

| [Exit Servant, 

Lady Town. I ſhall be but ill company to them. 

Lord Town. No matter: not to ſee them, would on a 
ſudden to be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 
entertain them. 

Lady Town, With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always eaſy 
——— Siſter, to your unerring virtue, I commit the guid- 
ance of my future days. | 


Never the paths of pleaſure more to tread, 
But where your guarded innocence. hall lead. 
For in the marriage-ſtate the world muſt own, 
Divided happineſs was never known. | 
To make it mutual, nature points the way : 


Let huſbands govern : gentle wives obey. [Exit, 


The 


2 
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it. 


— 


The SCENE opening to another apartment diſ- 
covers a great number of people in maſquerade-talk- 
ing all together, and playing one upon another : Lady 
Wronghead de a ſhepherdeſ ; Jenny, as a nun; 
the Squire as a running footman ; and the Count in a 
Domino. After ſome time, Lord and Lady Townly, 
with Lady Grace, enter to them unmaſt d. 


Lord Town. $0 ! here's a great deal of pw | 
Lady Grace. A great many people, my Lord, but no 
company as you'll find for here's one now, 
that ſeems to have a mind to entertain us. 
(4 maſt, afier ſome affefted geſture, makes up ts 
Lady 'Townly, | 
Maſe, Well, dear Lady Townly, ſhan't we ſee you, 
by-and-by ? 
Lady 7ewn. I don't know you, Madam. 
Male. Don't you, ſeriouſly? [Ina ſqueaking tone. 
Lady Town, Not I, indeed. 
Male. Well, that's charming; but can't you gueſs ?: 
Lady Toxwn, Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 
Maj. That's what I'd have you to do. 
Lady Town. But, Madam, if I don't know you at all, 
15 not that as well ? 
Maſe. Ay, but you do know me. 
Lady Town. Dear ſiſter, take her of o' my hands; 
there's no bearing this, QF [ 4part.. 
Lady Grace. I fancy I know you, Madam. | 
Maſe. 1 fancy you don't: what makes you think 


you do ? 


Lady Grace. Becauſe I have heard you talk. 

Maſt. Ay, but you don't know my voice, I'm ſure. 

Lady Grace, Trere is ſomething in your wit and 
humour, Madam, ſo very much your own, it is impoſſible 
jou can be any body but my Lady Trife, | 


Maſe, 
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Mat. ¶ Unmaſting:] Dear Lady Grace! thou art a 

charming creature. 

_ Lady Grace, is there no body e ſe we know here ? 

Maſe. O dear, yes! I have found out fifty already. 

Lady Grace. Pray who are they? 
Maſe. O, charming company! there's Lady Ramb/: 


Lady Riot ——- Lady Xl, Care — Lady 
Szuander Lady Strip- Lady Pawn 


and the Dutcheſs of Sing/e-Guined. 
Lord Town. Is it not hard, my dear! that 
people of ſenſe and probity are ſometimes 
forc'd to ſeem fond of ſuch company ? A 
Lady Town. My Lord, it will always give t. 
me pain to remember their acquaintance, but 
none to drop it immediately. | | 
Lady Grace, But you have given us no account of the 
men, Madam, Are they good for any thing ? 
Maß. O yes! you muſt know, I always find out them 
by their endeavours to find out me. 

Lady Grace. Pray who are they ? 

Mat. Why, for your men of tip-top wit and plea- 
ſure, about town, there's my | ornd—— 1 — 
Lord Arcb aug Voun Braxen- abi ——— —— Lord 
Timberdown— Lord Foint-Life——— —and——— 
Lord Mo tgage, Then for your pretty fellows only—— 
there's Sir Powwder-Poacock———|ord Lapwing, Biliy 
Magpye=—— Beau Frightful——Sir Paul Plaſter crown, 
an 


U 


the Marquis of Monkey-man. | 
Lady Grace. Right; and theſe are fine gentlemen that 
never want elbow-room at an aſſembly. ; 

Maſe. The reſt T ſuppoſe, by their tawdry hired habits 
are tradeſmens wives, inns-of-court beaus, eus, and 
kept mi treſſes. 

ord Texwn, An adm irable collection! 

Lady Grace. Well, ot all our public diverſions, I 
am amaz'd how this, that is ſo very expenſive, and has 
ſo little to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much company to- 
gether, | | 
Lord 
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Lord Town. O! if it were not expenſive, the better 


ſort would not come into it: and becauſe money can 
purchaſe a ticket, the common people ſcorn to be kept 
out of it. Wy | | 
Moſt. Right, my Lord, poor Lady Grace / I ſuppoſe 
you are under the ſame atoniſhment, that an opera 
ihould draw ſo much good company, 
Lady Grace. Not at all, Madam; it is an eaſier matter 


ſure to gratify . the ear, than the — But 
ure and 


have you no notion, Madam, of receiving plea 
profit at the ſame time ? | 

Maſe. Oh! yu none ! unleſs it be ſometimes win- 
ning a great ſtake; laying down a Yole, /ands prendre 


may come up, to the profitable pleaſure you were ſpeak- 


ing of, 

Lord'Tewn. You ſeem attentive, my dear! 

Lady Tewwn. I am, my Lord; and amaz'd at 
my own follies ſo ſtrongly painted in another 
woman. | 

Lady Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn 
our debate, I believe, for here are ſome maſks that 
ſeem to have a mind to divert other people as well as 
themſelves. | | 

Lord Town. The leaſt we can do is to give them a 
clear ſtage then. | f 

[A dance of maſks here in various characters. 

This was a favour extraordinary. 


Enter Manly, 
O Manly ! J thought we had loſt you. 


Man. I aſk pardon, my Lord; but I have been ob- 


Iig'd to look a little after my country family. 
Lord Town, Well, pray, what have you done with 
them ? 

Van. They are all in the houſe here, among the 
maſks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has curioſity enough, 
to bep into a lower apartment, in three minutes PII give 
you an ample account of them, | 

| Lord 


Apart, 


ann,” 
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Lord Town. O! by all means: we'll wait upon you. 
[The ſcene Guts upon the maſks to ſmaller 


apartments. 
Manly re-enters with Sir Francis Wronghead. 


Sir Fran, Well, couſin, you have made my very hair 
ſtand on an end! Waunds! if what you, tell me be 
true, I'll ſtuff my whole family into a ſtage-coach, 
and trundle them into the country on Monday 
morning, _ . | 

Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all: in the mean time, place yourſelf behind 
this ſcreen, and for the truth of what I have told you 
take the evdidence of your own ſenſes : but be ſure you 
keep cloſe till I give you the ſignal. | 

Sir Fran. Sir! I'll warrant you———Ah! my Lady, 
my Lady H.ronghead ! What a bitter buſineſs have you 
drawn me into . 
Mar. Huſh! to your poſt; here comes one couple 
already. | | | | 
Sir Francis retires behind the ſcreen. [Exit Manly. 


Enter Myrtilla with Squire Richard. 
Squ. Rich. What! is this the doctor's chamber? 
Myr. Yes, yes, ſpeak ſoftly. | 
Squ. Rich, Well, but where is he ? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 
can't do us the good turn, without witneſſes : ſo, when 
the Count and your ſiſter come, you know he and you 
may be fathers for one another. 

- Squ. Rich, Well, well, tit for tat! ay, ay, that 
w1ll be friendly, 
hr. And ce! here they come. 


: Enter Count Baſlet, and Mis Jenny. 


Count Ba/. So, ſo, here's your brother, and his bride, 
before us, my dear. 


Jenny. Well, I vow my heart's at my mouth ſtill! 
I thought I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! 2 
while 


4A Journey to London. 325 


while ſhe ſtood gaping on the dance, I pave her the 
flip! Lawd ! do but feel how it beats here. | 
Count Ba/. O the pretty flutterer! I proteſt, my 
dear, you have put mane into the ſame palpitation ! 
Jenny. Ah! you ſay ſo — but let's fee now — — 
O lud! I vow it thumps purely—well, well, I fee it will 
do, and ſo where's the parſon ? | 


Count Ba/. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to 
ſee if the doctor's ready for us? 

Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him im- 
_ mediately, [Exit Myrtilla 

Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take place of Mama, 
when Pam a counteſs ? 

Count Faſ. No doubt on't, my dear. 

Jenny. O lud how her back will be up then, when 
ſhe meets me at an aſſembly! or you and J in our coach 
and fix, at Hyde-Park 1 

Count Pa/.- Ay, or when ſhe hears the box-keepers, 
at an Opera, call out—T he Counteſs of Baſſet's ſervants ! 

Jenny. Well, I fay it, that will delicious! And 
then, mayhap, to have a fine gentleman with a ftar 
and what-d'ye-call um ribbon, lead me to my chair, 
with his hat under .his arm all the way! Hold up, 
ſays the chairman, and fo, ſays I, my Lord, your 
humble ſervant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we ſhall 
ſee you at my Lady Quadrille's! Ay, ay, to be ſure, my 
Lord, ſays I — —80 in ſwops me, with my hoop 
tuf'd up to my forehead! and away they trot, ſwing ! 
ſwang! with my taſſels dangling, and my flambeaux 
bazing, and———Oh! it's a charming thing to be a 
woman of quality! 

Count 34 Well, I ſee that plainly, my dear, there's 
ne'er a Dutcheſs of 'em all will become an equipage like 

ou. 
l Jenny. Well, well, do you find equipage, and I'll 
find airs, I warrant you. [ Sings. 

Squ. Rich, Troth! I think this m-ſquerading's the 
merrieſt game that ever I ſaw in my lite! Thof, in my 
mind, and there were but a little wreſtling, or cudgel 


2 playing 


— 
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playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a-rope 
makes the parſon ſtay ſo? _ 
Count Ba/. Oh! here he comes, I believe, 


Enter Myrtilla with a conflable, 


Conſt, Well, Madam, pray which is the party that 
wants a ſpice of my office here ? 

Myr. That's the gentleman, [Pointing to the Count, 

Count Ba/. Hey-day ! what in maſquerade, doctor? 
_ Conft. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your 
man: but if you are called Count Bayer, I have a 
Billet-douæ in my hand for you, that will ſet you right 
preſently. | 

Count Ba/. What the devil's the meaning of all this? 

Conſt. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's warrant againſt 
you for forgery, Sir. 

Count Ba/. Blood and thunder! 

. Conſt.” And ſo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your 

fool's frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next Juſtice 
of peace immediately. 


Jenny. O dear me | what's the matter? Trembling 
Count B/. O! nothing, only a maſquerading frolic, 
my dear. | 


Squ. Rich. Oh oh! is that all? 
Sir Fran. No, Sirrah ! that is not all. 
[Sir Francis coming /oftly behind the Squire, knock; him 
| down with his cane, | 


Enter Manly. 
Squ. Rich, O lawd! O lawd! he has beaten my 


brains out! 

Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a little mercy 
upon my poor godſon, pray, Sir. 

Sir Fran. Waunds, coufin, I han't patience. 

Count Baſ. Manly / nay, then I'am blown to the devil. 


' Afeae. 
Squ. Rich, O my head! my head! 


Enter 
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| Enter Lady Wronghead. | 

Lady Wrong. What's the matter here, gentlemen ? 
for heav'ns ſake ! what, are you murd'ring my children? 

Con, No, no, Madam! no murder! only a little 
ſupicion of felony, that's all. | | 

Sir F. an. [to Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upor't 
I could find in my heart to make you wear that habit, 
as long as you live, you jade you. Do you know, 
huſſy, that you were within two minutes of marrying a 
pickpocket ? 

Count Ba/, So, ſo, all's out, I find. I[Alate. 

Jenny. O the mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
Count a man of quality then? | | 

Sir Frau. O yes ! one of the unhang'd ones, it ſeems, 

Lady Wrong. [ 4/ide] Married! O the confident thing! 
There was his urgent buſineſs then — lighted for her! 
I han't patience !—and for oughtI know, I have been 
all this while making a friendſhip with a highwayman ! 
Man. Mr, Conſtable, ſecure that door there. 

Sir Fran. Ah, my Lady! my Lady! this: comes of 
your journey to London / but now I have a frolick of my 
own, Madam ; therefore pack up your trumpery this 
very night, for the moment my horſes are able to craw], 
you and your brats ſhall make a journey into the ccun- 
try again, | 1 | 

Lady Wrong, Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Fraxcis— 
I ſhall not ſir out of town yet, I promiſe you, 
Sir Fran, Not ſtir! Waunds! madam 

Man. Hold, Sir !—it you'll give me leave a little 
J fancy I ſhall prevail upon my Lady to think better on't. 

Sir Fran, Ah? couſin, you are a friend indeed! . 

Man. [ Apart to my Lady] Look you, Madam, as to 
the favour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious 
letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the revenge I have 
taken, is to have ſav'd your ſon and 2 rom ruin 
—— Now if you will take them fairly and quietly 
into the country again, I will ſave your Ladyſhip from 
ruin. | 


Vol II. P Lady 
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Lady Wrong. What do you mean, Sir? 

Man. Why Sir Francis —— hall never know what is 
in this letter; look upon it. How it came into my hands 
you ſhall know at leiſure. 

Lady Wrong. Ha! my 6illet-deaux to the Count! and 
an appointment in it! I ſhall fink with confuſion ! 

A. an. What ſhall I ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 

Lady Wrong, Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a trembling ! 
preſerve my honour and I am all obedience ! 

: GR Bas N [4; art to Manly. 

Man, Sir Francis —— my Lady 1s ready to receive 
your commands for her journey whenever you pleaſe to 
appoint it. 

Sir Fran. Ah couſin ! I doubt I am obliged to you for 


It, | 

Man. Come, come, Sir Francis take it as you find / 
it. Obedience in a wife is a good thing, though it were 
never fo wonderful And now, Sir, we have nothing 
to Co but diſpoſe of this gentleman. | | 
Ccunt Bay. Mr. Many! Sir, | hop: you wc n't ruin me. 

Man, Did not you Gree this note for five hundred 
pe unds, Sir ? 
Count Bay. Sir I ſee you know the world, and 
therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate But 
it has hurt nobody yet, Sir! I beg yon will not ſtigma- 
ze me! fince you have ſpoil my fortune in one 
ſamily, 1 hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young fellow, 
25 to put it out of my power, Sir, to make it in 
ancther, Sir? | : 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much time to waſte 
with you: but if you expect mercy yourſelf, you mutt 
ſhew it to one you have been cruel to. | 

Count Ha. Cruel, Sir! 

Nan. Have not youruin'd this young woman? 

Count Ba/. I, Sir! 

Man, I know you have— therefore you can't 
hlame her, if, in the fact you are charg'd with, ſhe is a 
principal witneſs againſt you. However, you have 
one and one only chance to get off with. Marry 


3 | her 
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her this inſ tan. —— and you take off her evi- 
dence. | | 

Count Ba/. Dear Sir! | 

Man. No words, Sir; a wife or a mittimus, M 

Count Ba/. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt unmereiful 
mercy ! 

Man. A private penance, or a public one 
conſtable. 4 | 
Count Ba/. Hold, Sir, ſince you are pleas'd to give 
me my choice; I will not make fo ill a compliment to 
the Lady, as not to give her the preference. 

Man. It muſt be done this minute, Sir: the chaplain 
you expected 1s ſtill within call. 

Count Ba/. Well, Cy ſince it muſt be fo — 
come, ſpouſe ] am not the firſt of the fraternity 
that has run his head into one nooſe, to keep it out of 
another. 4 rs 
r. Come, Sir, don't repine : marriage is, at work, 
but playing upon the ſquare, 

Count ta}, Ay, but the worſt of the match too, is 

Max. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not fo bad as you 
think it; as a reward for her honeſty, in detecting your 
practices, inſtead of the forged bill, you would have put 
upon her, there's a real one of five Kundred pounds, 25 
begin a new honey-moon with [Gives it to Myrul!:, 

'cunt Fa. Sir, this is ſo generous an act 

Mar. No compliments, dear Sir, ————1 am not at 
leiſure now to receive them: Mr. Conftable, will you 
be ſo good as to wait upon this gentleman into the next 
room, and give this lady in marriage to him ? 

Conſt. Sir, I'll do it — 

Count Ba. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make 
a handſome puſh with, however, 

| [Exeunt Count, Myr. and Conflable, 

Sir Fran. And that | may be ſure my family's rid of 
him for ever —— come, my Lady, let's even take our 
children along with us, and be all witneſs of the cere - 
mony. [Exeunt Sir Fran. Lady Wrong, Miſe and 1 
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Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter, 
Enter Lord and. Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 


Lord Town. So, Sir, I give you joy of your ** 
tiation. 

Man. Yon overheard it all, I preſume ? 

Lady Grace, From firſt to laſt, Sir. 

7. 49 own, Never were knaves and fools better diſ- 

os'd © 
f Man. A ſort of poetical juſtice, my I ord, not much 
above the Judgment of a modern comedy. 

Lord Town. To heighten that reſemblance, I think, 
ſiſter, there only wants your rewarding the hero of the 
fable, by naming the day of his happineſs. 

Lady Grace. This day, to-morrow, every hour, I 
hope, of life to come, will ſhew I want not inclination 


to complete it. 


Man. Whatever 1 may want, Madam, you will al- 
s find endeavours to deſerve you. 

Lord Town. Then all are happy. 

Lady Town. Siſter? I give you joy! conſummate as 

the happieſt pair can boaſt, 


In you methinks, as in a glaſs, I ſee | 
The happineſs that once advanc'd to me, 
So viſible the bliſs, ſo plain the way, 
How was it poſſible my ſenſe could ſtray ? 
But now, a convert, to this truth, I come, 
That married happineſs 1s never found from home, 
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Spoken by Mrs, 2 LDP 1E E D. 5 


M ETHINKS I hear ſome towder'd Critics Jay, 
Damm it ! this Wife Reform'd has ſpoild the play ! 
** The coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in faſhion, . 
*© Have gratify*d he? ſofter inclination, 1 
Have tipt her g yallant, and clincl'd ibe frovocation. 
But there our Bard flopt ſhort : for teuere uncivil— _ 
7 have mad? a modern Belle all ober a Devil! © 
He hop d, in honour of the ſex, the age 
Would bear one mended woman———0n the tage. 
From whence, you ſee by common ſenſe's rules, 
Wives might be govern'd, were not huſbands fools , 
hate er by Nature dames are prone to do, 
T hey ſeldom flray but when they govern you. 
When the wild wife perceives her deary tame, 
No wonder then ſbe plays him all the game. 
But men of ſenſe meet rarely that diſaſter ; 
Wemen take pride, where merit is their maſter : 
Nay, ſhe that with a weak man wiſely lives, 
Will Jeem ' obey the due commands he gives / 
Happy obedience is no more a wonder, 
Mien men are men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern con/erts are ſuch high-bred creatures, 
T hey think a huſband”s power degrades their features; 
That nothing. more proclaims a reigning beauty, 
Than that ſhe never was reproach'd with duty: 
And that the greateſt bleſſing Heaw'n e er. ſent, 


I in aſjouſe, incuricus and content. | 
| P 3 To 


EPIL O G U E. 

To give ſuch dames a diff rent caft of thought, 
Ly calling home the mind, theſe ſcenes were wrought. 
F wwith a hand too rude, the taſt is done, 

We hope the ſcheme by Lady Grace laid down. 
Will all fuch freedom with the ſex atone: 

That virtue there unſoiPd, by modifþ art, 
Throws out attractions for a Manly's heart, 

You, you, then Ladies, wvheſe ungugſtion d lives 
Give you the foremoſt fame of happy wives, 
Protect, for its attempt, this belplęſi play; 

Nor leave it to the vulgar taſte a prœy; 
"Appear the frequent champions of its cauſe, 
Direct the crowd and give yourſelves applauſe. 


Sung by Mrs, C1BBER, int the Fourth AF. 
The Words by Mr. CAA E v. 


H, I'll have a husband! ay, marry; 
For why ſhould I longer hey: . 
For why ſhould I longer tarry 2. 
Than other brisk girls have done? * 
For if I ſtay, till I grow gray, | 1 
They'll call me old maid, and fuſty old jade; VE 
So I'll no longer tarry ; : 
But I'll have a husband, ay, marry, 
f money can buy me one. 


mother ſhe ſays. Pm too coming; 
And ftill in my ears ſhe'1s drumming, 
And. ſtill in my ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain thoughts ſhou'd ſhun, 
My ſiſters they cry, oh fy! and oh fy! 
But yet I can ſee they're as coming as me; 
So let me have husbands in plenty : 
I'drather have twenty times twenty, 
'Than die an old maid undone, 


Sung by Mre. Cink ER, in the Fifth Ad. 


The Werds by Mr, CAR Ex. 


I, 
HAT tho' they. call me benny 5. 
I read it plainly in my * 
That for a Dutcheſs I might 
Oh, conld ] fee the ! 
Now fortune but attend my call, | 
ark, at play, at ring and bal. 
va raye the proudeſt of them all, 
With a fand y altar the . 


II. 

Surrounded by a crowd of beaux, 5 
With ſmart toupees, aul dender e clothes, | 
At rivals I'll turn ap my noſe. ''' 

Oh, could I ſee the day | 
I' dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, | | 
Ne een 1 
And then, oh ! bow Pll tyranniſr, | 

With a fand h. — clear the way. 


| IT. 
Oh! then for ev'ry new delight, 
For equipage and diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and plays, and balls all night; 
Oh ! could I ſee the day! 
Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 
The tedious hours of life to kil 1, 
In ev'ry thing I'd have my will, 
With a fand y char the way: 
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PLAYS, printed for T. Lownpes, 
d at 6d. each, 


Bramule, by Dr. Trapp Chances, by D, Buckingham 
Adventures of half an Chaplet, by Mr. Flender | 


hour Cleomenes, by Dryden 
Albion and Albanius, by Cobler of Preſton 
Dryden Comedy of Errors, by 


Alchymiſt, by Ben Jonſon Shakeſpeare 
Alcibiades, by Otway Conſcious Lovers, byCibber 
All for Love, by Dryden Committee, by Sir R Howard 
Ambitious Step-mother, by Confederacy, by Vanbrugh 
Rowe _ Conſcious Lovers, by Steele 
Amboyna, by Dryden Conſtant Couple, by Far- 
Amphitryon, by Dryden qua | 
Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft Contrivances, by Cary 
Anna Bullen, by Bankes Country Laſſes, by C. John- 
As you like It, by Shake- ſon. 1 


ſpeare Country Wife, by Wycherly 
Artful Huſband, by Ta-. Cymbelyne, altered by Mr.. 
verner ; |  Garmet? 6,09 


Athaliah, by Mr. Duncomb Damon and. Phillida, by 
Aurengzebe, by Dryden Mr. Dibden 7 
Bartholomew fair, » Ben Devil of a Wife 

Jonſon Devil to Pay, by Coffey 
Baſſet Table, by Centlivre Diſtreſſed Mother, by Amb. 
Beaux Stratagem, by Far- Philips 


quhar Don Carlos, by Otwa 
Beggars Opera, by Gay DoubleDealer, by Congreve 
Biter, by Rowe Double Gallant, by Cibber 


Bold Stroke for a Wife Dragon of Wantley 
Britiſh Enchanters, by Drummer, by Addiſon 
Lanſdown Duke and no Duke, by Sir 
Buſiris, by Dr. Young A, Cockain 
Buſy Body, by Centlivre Duke of Guiſe, by Dryden 
Caius Marius, by Otway Earl of Eſſex, by Bankes 
Careleſs Huſband, by Cibber Every Man in his Humour 
Cataline, by Ben Jonſon Fair Penitent, by Rowe - 
Cato, by Addiſon Fair 


( 


Shadwell. 
Falſe Friend 
Fatal Secret, by Theobald 
Flora, or Hob in the well 
Fox, by Ben Jonſon 
Friendibip in Faſhion, by 
Otway | 

Funeral, by Sir R. Steele 
Gameſter, by Mrs. Centlivre 
Gentle Shepherd 
George Barnwell, by Lillo 
Gloriania 
Greenwich Park 
Hamlet, by Shakeſpeare 
Henry IV. 2 parts, by ditto 
Henry V. by _ | 
Henry YT. 3 parts, by ditto 
Heary VIII. by ditto. 
Henry V. by Aaron Hill 
Honeſt Yorkſhireman 
Jane Gray, 5 . 
ane Shore, b 

Ro Targa 
King Jo 
Ning — by Shake 


King Lo, by Fw 


Love for L ove, by Congreve 
Love in a Miſt F 
Love in a Tub, by Etherege 
Love makes a Man, by ©. 
Cibber 0 
Loves laſt Shift, by ditto 
Lying Lover, by Steele 
Macbeth, by Shakeſpeare 
Man of Mode, by Etherege 
Mariamne, by Fenton 
Meaſure for pps by 


' Relapſe, by 3 


ü 


Fair Quaker of Deal, by C. Merchant of. Venice, by 


Shakeſpeare - 
Miſtake, by Vanbrug h 
Mourning Bride, by ,'" 
greve 
Much ado about Nothing '? 
Muſtapha, by Lord Orrery 
Nonjuror, by C. Cibber 
Oedipus, by Dryden 
Old batchelor, by Congreve 
Oroonoko, by Southern 
Orphan, by Otway 
| Othello, by Shakeſpeare 
Perju ed Huſband 
Perolla and Iſidora, by C. 
Cibber 
Phedra and Hippolites, by 
Smith 


Pil by Beaumont and 
— 6h 


Polly, by Mr. Gay 
Propheteſs, by Beaumont 


Provok'd Huſband, dy C. 


Cibber . 


peare Provok'd Wife, byVanbrugh 


8 Officer, by Far- 
quhar 

Refuial, by Cibber 

Rehearſal, by D, of Bucks 


Revenge, by Dr, Younge 

„Richard III. by C. Cibber 

Rival Fools, by Cibber 

Rival Ladies, by Dry den 

- Rival Queens, by 125 

Romeo and Juliet, altered 
by Mr. Garrick 

Royal Merchant, by Beau- 
mont 


Rule 


„ „ 


Si I 

Rule a Wife and have a Wife Titus and Berenice, with 
School Boy, by Cibber the Cheats of Scapin, by 
Scornful Lady, by Beaumont Otway | 
and Fletcher | Twelfth Night, by Shake- 
She would. and ſhe would fpeare | 
not, by Cibber Twin Rivals, by F arquhar 
She would if ſhe could, by Two Gentlemen of Verona 
n | Venice Preſerved, by Otway 
Siege Damaſcus, by Ulyſſes, by Rõ-we 
lughes Way of the World, by 

Silent Woman by B. Jonſon Congreve 
dir Courtly Nice, by Crown What d'ye call it? by Gay 

Sir Harry Wildair, by Far- Wife to let 


quhar Wife's Relief, or Huſband's 
Sir Martin Mar-all, by Cure 2s | 
Dryden Wild Gallant, by Dryden 
Sir Walter Raleigh, by Dr. Wit without Money 
Sewell Woman's a Riddle 
'Squire of Alfatia, by T. Wonder, a Woman keeps a 
Shadwell | Secret, by Centlivre 


Stage Coach, by Farquhar Zara, with the interlude, 
State of Innocence, by by A. Hill, Eſq. 


Dryden | Arden of Feverſham, 1s, 
Strollers Douglas, 19... 
Suſpicious Huſband, by Dr. Eaſtward Hoe, 1s. | 
Hoadiey Gentleman' Dancing Maſ- 
Tamerlane, by Rowe ter, 15. 1 


Tempeſt, by Shakeſpeare Love in a Wood, 18. 
Tender Huſband, by Steele Perkin Warbeck, 1s. Es 
Theodoſius or the Force of Plague of Riches, French 


Love and Engliſh, is. 
Timon of Athens, by Plain Dealer, 1s. 
+ Shakeſpeare Siege of Aquileia, 15. 

Tx Acres and Comepres, in Octavo, at 
| 18. 6d. each. | 
 CHILLES, an opera, Azlira, by A. Hill, Eſq. 

by Gay Art and Nature, by the 


Alzuma, by A. Murph Rev. Mr, Miller hy 
"hs 
. ( . gt 


0 in; 


Arminus ö Henry VIII. by Mr. Grove 
Athelſtan by Dr. Brown — cuts N | 5 
Athelwould, byA. Hill, Eſq. Humours of Oxford, by 
Barbaroſla, by Dr. Brown Mr. Miller 5 
Beggars Opera, with Muſic, Jealous Wife, by G. Col- 
by Gay | man, Eſq. 

Beggars Opera ſongs, for Independant Patriot, by F. 
Harpſichord, Voulin, or Lynch, Eſq. 


German flute, 4to - Inſolvent, by A. Hill 
Bond Man E Crew, with the muſic 
Brothers, by Cumberland ing Charles I. by Havard 
Czlia, or perjured Lover, Love for Love, printed by 

by C. Johnſon | Baſkerville 
Corniſh Squire, by Sir J. Love in a Riddle, with 

Vanbrugh muſic 

Coriolanus, altered Love in a Village, by Mr. 


Cymbeline, by Hawkins Bickerſtaff 


Diſſembled Wanton, by Mr. Lover, by Mr. The. Cibber 


Welſted Mahomet, altered by D. 

Diſtreſſed Wife, by Gay Garrick, Eſq. 

Double Dealer printed by Maid of the Mill, by Mr: 
Baſkerville Bickerſtaff 

Double Falſehood; or Diſ- Man of Taſte, by Mr. 
treſſed Lovers, by Shake- Miller 


ſpeare _ ; Methodift . 
Double Miſtake, by Mrs. Midas, by K. O'Hara, Eſq, 
Griffyths Minor, by Mr. Foote 


Douglas, by Mr. Home Mafer, by Fielding 
Elfrid, or the fair Incon- Modern Huſband 
_. ſtant, by A. Hill, Eſq, Modiſh Couple, by C. 


Eurydice, by Mallet 8 * 
Falſe Delicacy, by Mr. Kelly Momus tu Fabuliſt 
Faſhionable Lover Mother-in-Law, by Mr. 
Fatal Viſion, by A. Hill Miller | 
Foundling, by r. Moore Mourning Bride, printed by 
Gameſter by Mr. Moore Baſkerville > 
Gil Blas, by Mr. Moore Muſtapha, by Mr. Mallet, 
Good natur'd Man No one's Enemy but his 


Gardian outwitted, by Dr. Own, by Mr, Murphy 
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